Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Illllllllll 

60007B602S 



COUSIN STELLA: 



OB, 



C N E L I C T. 



BT THE AUTHOB OF '' VIOLET BANK AND ITS INMATES." 



" I saw her upon neu*er view, 
A spirit, yet a woman, too t 
Her household motions light and tree, 
And steps of virgin liber^ ; 
A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 
A creature, not too bright or good 
For human nature's duly food ; 
For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 
Praise, blame, love, kiraes, tears and smiles. 
And now I see with eyes serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 
A being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A traveller betwixt life and death : 
The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill ; 
A perfect woman, nobly planned 
To warm, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a spirit still and bright. 
With something of an angel Tight.'* 
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CHAPTER XXXV^ 

THE TAIL OF A HURRICANE. 

Miss Poktia was in her sedan-chair^ but it was 
all carefully closed. The old lady's face looked 
pitifully out at Louis and his companions. Mr. 
Gautier called to her to ask what was the matter^ 
and placed his hand on one of the windows^ as 
if to shove the glass aside. 

"Let it alone, Louis Gautier," bawled Aunt 
Portia, *' let it alone : if you open it, I shall blow 
you all up, and the roof off the house." 

" God bless me. Aunt Portia I what has made 
you grow so inflammable ? " 

VOL. ra. B 
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^*I am fiill of ether, I tell you. Just as I 
sent to you^ I felt it come on, and I bade Diana 
shftt me up." 

"Come, come, Aimt Portia,'* said Louis ; "this 
is just one of your attacks of the blues ; let me 
take you out of the chair, and you will be quite 
weU." 

*^ Can't Walk, my good boy : my leg died yester- 
day. I sent for Dr. M^Niel, and told him to 
cut it off, but the fool laughed and went away. 
I tell you, Louis Gaotier, that it will be dread&l 
by md by." 

^^ I am sorry to hear such bad news," returned 
Lgois ; ^' but how did such a misfortune happen to 
yoiET leg ? " 

*^ How can I tell ? Who can describe how they 
die, or any part of them dies? " 

*' I do not hear you very well," called Louis ; 
adding in a very loud voice, "How do you 
say it happened ? " 

" I don't know," shouted Aunt Portia. 
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Louis sbook his head, as if he could not hear, 
glancing round at Olympia and Stdla with a 
&ce iprer which there rippled such merriment 
as starded Stella, from its contrast to hb usual 
melancholy. She seemied suddenly to be able 
to take the measure of what years of disaf^int- 
ment had done to him. 

In Aimt Portia's eagerness to make herself 
heard, she let down a little bit of one of the 
windows, shoutii^, ^I tell you again, I don't 
know." 

Louis laid his hiEuid on the top of the glass, 
£>rcing it open while he^spoke. ^ Allow us to 
carry your chair into the yard.; the rain that 
is falling pretty briskly wiU neutralize yoi^ 
ether,^ So said, so done. 

By a curious coincidence, no sooner was the 
top €^ the sedan thrown open, than a flash of 
lightning, followed by a tremendous clap of thun- 
der, produced a general consternation. 

The fat Diana, Mercury, and Ulysses, fled, 

B 2 
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believing their mistress had blown up, and not 
the least terrified was Aunt Portia herself, who 
laj in a heap at the bottom of her sedan-chair. 
Lonis, though almost useless from laughter, lifted 
up the old lady, and carried her back into the 
house, setting her upright on her feet. The 
shock had made her forget all about her leg. 

*' There Aunt Portia, your blue devils have 
ridden off magnificently on a thunderbolt," said 
Louis ; ^^ now make these ladies welcome, who must 
remain your guests, I perceive, for this night" 

Aunt Portia was very courteous in her way, 
but she retained a crestfallen look the whole 
of that evening. 

For a time there was nothing for it but to 
watch the hurricane. The servants, who had 
run away in alarm, could not return to the 
house, for the wind was tearing along between 
heaven and earth, and whatever it met, it whirled 
up, tossed down, rolled over, and sent flying, 
to be again taken up, tossed down, and rolled 
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over. Stella had never witnessed such a straggle 
in nature. While close at hand^ it was so breath* 
less that a feather would not have waved ; while 
yet no sound met her ear, she could trace the 
terrific approach of the blast, by seeing large trees 
falling without a struggle, like wheat under 
the reaper's sickle. 

The little square house rocked like a ship 
at sea, and crash after crash announced the fall 
of two of the gilded turrets. Miss Portia's special 
pride. Louis stood between Olympia and Stella, 
holding a hand of each. 

" Do you think we are safe in this nutshell? " 
whispered Olympia. 

'* K it be only the whisk of the tail of a hurri- 
cane, and not the beginning of one," he answered. 

"You are frightened," he continued. "Do 
not look out of the window any more ; " and he 
drew Olympia away from where they had been all 
three standing. **He never remembered me," 
thought Stella. 
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At the same moment, 2k scream {tarn Miss 
Portia rang the knell of her sedanH^hair. For- 
gotten in the yard, when Louis had lifted oot 
the poor lady, it was knocked and shattered to 
bits "by the storm; piece after piece of its old body 
careered in mid air, and even while Miss Lowe 
was yet screaming, a fragment in its mad eonrse 
came bang through the window where Stella was 
still standing. It hit her on the wrist, and for a 
little while she supposed her arm was broken, 
but she set her teeth, and not a sound did she 
utter; she did not wish to force Louis to pity 
her, and he had no time to a^ questions, for 
it was necessary to barricade the ^^ertore 
the wood had made in its passage into the 
room. 

The saerifice of the venerable sedan-chair had 
appeased the wrath of the wind gods : the clouds 
op^ied, and the rain descended, as it probably 
fell on the first day of the Deluge. Danger waa 
over, and the fat blacks issued from their hidu^- 
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places in fiill cfaase after plates and knives and 
forks^ swimming along in the numels cat b^ the 
torrents pouring from the angry heavens. 

^ Oh I those careless devils of blacks,'' shrieked 
Miss Portia. ^^111 tell you what," mahing into 
the rain, and brandishing her stick. ^^111 have 
an overseer, and a whip. No, I'll have a 
cat-o'-diine-tails ; see if I don't^ joa grinntng 

Certamlypoor Annt Poriia^s reign was not one 
of terror, but it was one of frightful disorder. 
Her negroes, so she asserted, would one and all 
go through fire and water for her, but never 
think it wordi their while, to give her either 
her break&st or dinner twice at the same hour* 
On this day of events and disasters, any meal 
at all was scarcely to be expected ; and Louis, 
knowing the habits of the house, prepared to take 
his leave, tor nothing but the impossibUity of hia 
horse swimming the river, he said, should prevent 
his returning to Silver Hill to tranquillize the 
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Maman. He would listen to none of Olympla's 
arguments to the contrary. 

^' I should despise myself," he exclaimed, *^ if 
I ever willingly neglected my dear mother's com- 
fort: it shall not be for a little more or less 
water, at any rate." 

Stella looked at him with surprise: was he 
then unconscious that he made Mrs. Gautier 
often believe that she was no longer of any con- 
sequence to him ? Stella's heart was glad within 
her at this proof of Louis's love for the Maman : 

» 

her eye brightened, and no word to detain him 
came from her lips. She would rather have him 
sans peur et sans reprochey and break her heart 
over his danger, than have him safe at her feet, 
with a duty neglected. 

Louis saw her wish in her eager eyes, and 
he went, but half pleased though. He did not 
examine his thoughts, but Stella rather lost with 
him for the time being. " She has too little 
of the softness of a woman: she ought to have 
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lived in the days of knight-errantry, when ladies 
were won by peril of body.** Thus he mused as 
he swam his good steed Kaled through the swollen 
river. 

And all that evening how painfully alive 
Stella's senses were to every gust of wind and 
splash of rain ; how her temples throbbed while 
Miss Portia kept her a prisoner at backgammon. 
Aimt Portia's passion was backgammon. All 
struggle with the world over, (probably Miss 
Lowe had had her romance as well as other 
people,) in her long solitude, she had attached 
herself to puerilities and dreams. 

Stella was fairly bewildered by the fire of 
her adversary's technical eloquence. ^^Quatre 
ace! what a pace, for a woman in a hurry! 
Cinque and tr^! — Chaste away! Treduce! — ^tra- 
duce me not ! " on and on^ over and over again, 
until bed-time. 

Released from this durance, it was to lie awake 
and listen to the ominous roaring of Bull Bay, 
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and when sleep overtook lier^ as it will do the 
yonngy it was to dream iliat Louis was calliiig 
to her finr hdp. Surely it is his Toioe that wakes 
her ! Tes^ it is moming again^ and he is speak- 
ing throng the window to CM jnqpia, who is in 
the next room to SteUa. Thank €rod! he is 
safe. 

Whea they all met at breakfisKst^ Olyrapia 
was in tbe hi^iert spirits ;«> entirety engrosmg 
the conirersation ibait it was impossible &r any 
one else to put in a word. She took on her- 
self to answ^ every one of Louis's questions and 
remarks. 

'^ Ton should have seen Miss Lowe and Stdla 
last evening/^Gbmtier ; such a pair of gamUersI 
X don't think they would have heard anothi^ 
hurricane. I could scarcdy hear the noise of 
the river for their talking and laughing ; " and 
Olympia looked so artless and lovely — how could 
any man imagine that she was cdkalating cm the 
effect of her every word? 
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AnHt PiKrtia fell into thomglity while Oljmpia 
went OB giving her ownTersion of the evening 
before^ Piesoitlj Misa Lowe exdaimed — 

"I have been thinking over what you have 
jast said^ Madam (Hympia, ancU do yoa know^ I 
am not at all of your opinioo?" There was a 
sil^ioe. ^ Miss Stella neither lan^ied nor talked^ 
I am & selfish old things and took advantage of 
her good-nature. I 'd be sorry Louis Gbrntier 
should believe that the young lady was unfeding 
through my bad tricks. It wouldn't have been 
pretty in her^ not to care whether her cousin was 
safe or not" 

Stella loved Aunt Portia from that moment^ 
and thought her^ in spite of I^r visions and Uue 
devils^ a clever old woman; and^ indeed. Aunt 
Portia was by no means a fool. She drew Mr. 
Grauti^ aside, as she said, to consult him about 
another sedan chair, and then i^e observed to 
hhn — 

'^That young cousin of thine, fr^nd Loms^ 
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is neither well nor happy. Uamt me what's 

it your horrid French says — ^wears out the body ? 
To be sure^ something must5 you know ; suppose 
you find out what ?" 

The road to Silver Hill was much cut up; 
the river considerably wider and fuller than the 
day before ; and Stella's bruised arm was so stiff 
as to make the holding of the bridle really a 
difficulty to her. 

Louis had frequently to bid her keep a tighter 
rein ; once he spoke quite sharply^ for Janet had 
made a dangerous stumble. 

" That ^beast is unsafe," he said : ** you shall 
not ride it again.'' 

This tone of authority over her, gladdened 
Stella's heart He was not, then, totally indif- 
ferent to hen 

^^ Raise your hand," continued Louis, and he 
took hold of her wrist to show her his meaning. 
Involuntarily she winced. " Did I hurt you ?" he 
asked, surprised. 
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ce 



The piece of sedan chair hit me yesterday, 

cousin Louis." 

He pushed up the sleeve of the habit, and saw 

the discolouration. 

*^ Why did you not tell us that you had been 
hurt?" 

*^You were too much occupied to have time 

to think of me, cousin Louis;" and Stella rode 

forward. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



THEBE MUST BE A CHANGE. 

One of the incidents that broke the routine of 
Silver Hill, was the arrival of English letters. 
Celia had never ceased urging Stella to return 
to England. By the mail with which we have 
to do, she wrote not only to Stella, but to Mr. 
Gautier on this subject. Louis's brow wore an 
angry red spot, as he perused the effusion ad- 
dressed to him by his first love : probably Celia 
told him he was acting from selfish motives in 
detaining Stella, and added many other agree- 
able remarks; certainly Oelia would not spare 
Louis Gautier. 

To Stellia, pretty Auntie wrote in the most 
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fixidling t^rms Iier vocalmlarj afforded ; yet there 
were £ttle stii^ in the tail of some q£ the light 
l^usaes. Thare was also a bit of sews. ^^ Your 
old admirer^ S. S.5 is returned from a tour round 
Europe^ looking handsomer than ever, as if he 
had left off wearing some yefl« of his life. Har- 
riette declares he has been in search of some lost 
love, and has discovered her happy decease; &r 
he is less mysterious^ and talks in favour of 
marriage. At one time I thought he meant to 
be Hattie's son-in-law^ but I believe he is faith- 
ful to you, Stella — ^more particularly so, since 
yoa have become an heiress." 

Celia did not take any trouble to compose her 
sentences ; the letter went on thus : — 

^^ I put you on your guard : forewarned, fore- 
amied. Major Dashwood heard from Mr. Hood 
that the old beau is moving, not heaven, but the 
West End — that is, some old first-class cronies — 
to get him sent to any of the colonies as slave 
protector, one of the new-fiingled appointments 
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created by the anti-slavery party. I suspect our 
friend of meaning to have ^two strings to his bow 
—of speculating in emancipation [and in heiresses. 
He has an eye on Jamaica^ though he is too sly 
to allude to such a possibility before us. Now 
you know the proverb, *In the kingdom of the 
blind the one-eyed is king.' You will think our 
dear S. S. an Adonis when compared with such 
as unfortunately you are condemned alone to 
see in your wilderness. But you are not to 
marry Mr. Smythe : he is very well to flirt with, 
but he is too old, too poor, too — what shall I call 
it ? — too good-for-nothing for yow, or any like you." 
Then followed the usual admonitions about Stella's 
stay in Jamaica, the usual adjurations and solici- 
tations. 

Stella uttered an exclamation of surprise when 
she came to the paragraph relating to the proba- 
bility of Mr. Smythe's coming to Jamaica. Louis 
and Olympia (it was in the evening when they 
were all assembled in the sitting-room) looked 
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at Stella inquiringly. With a deep blush, that 
of course Louis misconstrued, she said — 

" Who do you think is likely to come to Ja- 
maica, cousin Louis? Precisely, your old anti- 
pathy, Mr. Stapylton Smythe ! " 

^^ Lideed ! and does your correspondent mention 
the why and the wherefore of his coming ? " 

*^ Auntie says, he is trying to get some new 
appointment that is going to be estabUshed in 
Jamaica and the other islands. This is what Auntie 

writes " Then remembering Celia's remarks 

and warnings, she blushed again and hesitated. 

4 1. 

Louis said no more, but his face wore its 
darkest shade. A few minutes after, Stella laid 
her aunt's letter open before him. He wished to 
say, "No, I thank you," but curiosity, perhaps 
jealousy, conquered his pride, and he perused 
Celia's epistle from one end to the other. Olym- 
pia meanwhile had returned to her book, show- 
ing no further interest 

To hide her embarrassment while Louis was 
VOL. in. r 
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reading Auntie's suppositions and advice, Stella 
went to tiie piano. 

*^ Sing, Stella my dear,^ said tiio Maman. " I 
do not like that noisy dance music." 

'' What shall it be, Maman ? " a«ked Stella. 

" Any one of your little songs. ** 

Though far from rivalling that of Olympia, 
in power or flexibility, Stella's voice was not to 
be despised : it belonged to that class the Italians 
define as *' Toce simpatica." 

Association of ideas brought to Stella's mind 
Mr. Smythe's Romaic song; she began it with 
the Romaic words, stopped, and said, ^I must 
sing it in Italian." Her voice shodk with emotion 
at the idea of singing before Louis. 

** Nd ^omi tnoi felid, ricordati di me, 
Se a me fedel tu sei, fedel a te sard." 

She went through it, and when she had sung 
the last note, it seemed to her she iiad 
never known so dead a silence. She turned 
round ; surely it was her fancy : Olympia's eyes 
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were fixed on her with an expressioH of httteed 
and honor qnite alarming. SleUa went to the 
Maman's side, but she conid not help watching 
Olympia. She saw that though eittii^ so im- 
moyable, her hands, which hung down fixun the 
arms of the chair, were trembling; never did 
tongae express more intense agitation than fliose 
silent, quivering fingers. 

In a little, Olympia passed a hand over her 
eyes, exclaimed that the room was overpower^ 
ingly hot, and walked into the piazza. In eveiy* 
day society, men and women put a Muzzle on 
their feelings. They do not faint, they do not 
threaten with loud bullying words: they love, 
they hate, they are murderers in thought, they 
offer themselves up as sacrifices; but the drama 
is played out in their hearts in silence, and the 
wicked, as well as the divine impulse, is known 
only to God. 

^Of all persons who hold an habitual guard 
over themselves, iKme do so more stringently 

c 2 
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than those who have disagreeable antecedents. 
Some experienced person has likened a cautious 
manner^ a sedulous emission of great sentiments, 
an unusual dose of prudery, to conspirators' 
passports, in which no irregularities are to be 
foimd. >^ 

Whatever the cause of . Olympiads menacing 
look at Stella, she gave it no utterance. She 
remained in the piazza to meditate, but she 
could put no order in her thoughts for one 
besieging desire. If it were only possible to 
get rid of Stella; if she could be induced to 
leave Silver Hill at once. Various designs ran 
riot in the troubled woman's brains; it was 
well that they went no further than conception. 
Of every criminal of whom we hear, let us go 
down on our knees, and thank God, not as the 
Pharisee, but in the spirit of the publican, let 
us thank God humbly, that by His grace we 
have been saved from committing a crime: 
tempted in likewise, we had perhaps in likewise 
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fallen. We see and testify to the evil done; 
we know nothing of the evil resisted. Let us 
tnm our glance inwards each time we'would 
cast the stone^ and we shall lay it aside for 
prayer and thanksgiving. 

Louis had not seen Olympia's repressed 
emotion: he had not looked off the letter in 
his hand. Stella could not have told whether 
Mrs. Gautier had or had not noticed Olympia 
at that instant^ for her eyes were closed when 
Stella took refuge by her side. 

"I agree with Mrs. Dashwood in some of 
her remarks," said Louisi giving back the letter 
to Stella. 

^^ La which, cousin Louis ? " 

**She is right in saying you are too much 
cut off from the society of your equals." 

^^Do you mean that as a compliment or not, 
cousin Louis ? " 

** I mean it," he returned, *' exactly as your Aimt 
Dashwood means it; that living' here at Silver 
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Hill» you ^e debarred firom forming those in- 
tiinacies wliich migbi lead to your being happily 
married." 

^ Have I evor glv^i you any cause to siq[>po6e 
that I was wishing to be marned?" flashed out 
SteUa, with considerable haateur» 

Stdla was ia the low chair by MrsL Grsotier's 
aidfi. 

The MamaxL lud her hand on the girl's head^ 
sayings ^She is boi tw^ity yet, Loois. So 
there's time enou^: do not take her from me 
jet." 

^God forbid that I should pni any con-^ 
straint on her feelings," replied Louis, his serious 
eyes fixed on Stella, but she kepi h^ &eQ hid 
CD &Q Maman's knee. He approadied her. 
'^Tou mast not be ai^ry with me,, Stella»" he 
said, ''for playing the part of a sober guardian. 
What I say, I say for conscience sake; and you 
QV^t to make s(»ne account of my bearing 
the insinuations of selfishness which are made 
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agjunat me^ for having yielded to your wish 
oi remaining in Jamaica, Come^ give me your 
hsnd BS a sign of peace." 

She held it out ta him ; and as he clasped it 
firmly^ he was astonii^ed to feel it so cold and 
clamihy. 

Dnring this little scene^ Olympia was look* 
hag in at the door. Rather embarrassed by his 
own position^ standing before a yonng lady who 
would not look at him^ Lonis joined Olympian 
and tc^ether they went into the piazza. Stella 
raised her head^ listened to. their retreating 
step9> then looking at Mrs. Gantier^ broke forth 
with, "Oh, Maman! I love you, how I love 
yoiL; as long as I have yon, I shall never be 
quite miserable. Keep me with you. Don't let 
any one send me away." 

" Send you away I " said the Maman. " Why 
diould we desire to part with our rosebud ? " 

Decidedly the Maman had not seen Olympia'a 
gbring eyes. 
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Olympla led Louis from the piazza to the 
terrace before the house. Stars spangled the 
dark blue of heaven; fireflies spangled ' the 
dark earth ; but neither gentle light let Louis 
see the dire paleness of his companion. They 
walked side by side for some time without 
speaking; then Olympia broke the thread of 
Mr. Gautier's thoughts by asking him point- 
blank what had been in Mrs. Dashwood's letter. 

He told her very exactly. 

**What a change a girl brings into a house," 
observed Olympia. 

'*Yes, she brings a whole unread poem with 
her," answered Louis. 

**A poem eternally the same," said Olympia. 
** Ignorance and its bliss at the beginning ; then 
the passions and pomps and vanity of the world ; 
a handsome or an ugly hero, for all depends 
on opportunity — a girl must fall in love, and it 
will be with the first comer; short-lived smiles 
and hopes; Psyche takes the lamp, discovers 
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Cupid to be a monster or an idiot — ^threats^ 
quarrels, dupUcities, and the poem ends.'' 

Bitter as the words were, the tone in which 
they were uttered made them still more ^so. 
Louis could not help being startled, and said — 

"You are very severe, Olympia, on girls, 
and too much so, certainly, on Stella." 

" It might seem so to people in general, but I 
did not expect you to think so. I speak from 
sad experience. I look on a girl with pity rather 
than severity ; and if Stella were my daughter, 
I would myself choose a husband for her, a prac- 
tical professional man— one for whom she might 
have a friendly feeling, but not love. I should 
insist on such a marriage. The husband and 
wife would be little together, so would not be 
tempted to hate one another. She would have 
her children to occupy her time and heart; and 
would go through life tranquilly and safely — 
without great joy perhaps, but without suffering." 

After a short silence Louis said, "You speak 
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at your ease^ my dear Mend^ but Have yoa a 
right to require a young creature to accept of 
yottr choicet, and resign her birthri^t q£ love 
for. a mess of pottage of content? You yourself 
how would you have agreed to such a &i;e at 
twenty years of 8^?" 

^^ It is because I was so mad myself so head- 
strong, that I would preserye my aist^'s. daughter. 
Our blood runs too swifUy in our yeins; we need, 
modifying by more lethargic natures: said Stella 
back to her English friends^ and you will save 
her." 

^^ I cannot propose her gc^jig. I have done so 
more thsooi once^ aod I have pcomised not to moot 
the question again«" 

"Then," said Olympia wit violence^ "it is 
all over with our comfortr it was a cruel fate that 
brou^xt her li^re." 

Loui& did not allow himself to answer imme- 
diatdy : he took a turn up the terroice first, ih^i 
an fak way back said, in a dry i^accatQ^Toice, 
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^^ Yes^ it has hesxL a £xt& It is true that ^ there 
is & diyiiiity shapes our ends, rougk hew theia 

as we may*;' Ohl my dear friend" ^An ayowal 

troubled oa his lipst a word, one friendly word 
from Olympia, and he would have made her his 
ocmfidant. He waited for this sympathising word^ 
and instead heard constrained weepings He felt 
cruelly disaf^Mainted and irritated^ and said^ rehe- 
mently^ ^ But what would you. have me do? I 
cannot turn the girl out of the house." 

*^Na," returned Olympia^, *^but I caa ga I 
nerer deceiyed myself; I knew a day would come 
when I should have to leave Silver HilL I must 
seek a lasting refuge in scmie convent in Cuba." 

^*Upon my word," said Louis, "you astonish 
me. I cannot discover any sufficient reason for 
such a rash resolution. What is there to-day 
Hmt was not yesterday? In what have I or any 
of us sinned? Is it impossible for you to exist in 
the same house with your niece ?" 

« Yes, it is." 
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There was no mistaking the feeling that 
prompted this decision: the truth burst upon 
Mr. Gautier at once. Had a blaze of the 
electric fluid from the heaven above suddenly 
enveloped him from head to foot^ Louis could 
not have experienced a greater commotion than 
these three words produced on him. Even his 
faculty of speaking was suspended. Olympia 
waited awhile as if she expected an answer; then 
said, in her usual gentle way, — 

" Do not let us speak anymore on the subject 
just now. I cannot help a sort of nervous dread 
of changes. I have suffered so much, that the 
only happiness I can understand is * an unvarying 
routine — one day the type of the next. I did 
not mean to speak unkindly of Stella, or to vex 
you, Louis." It was very seldom that Olympia 
called him by his Christian name: it sounded 
almost as strange to him, in its softness, as her 
unusual violence had done. It piques a woman 
horridly, when she has given way to any little 
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sentimentality^ to have it left on her hands. 
Olympia added in a sharper tone, ^* We must 
accept our friends . with their faults,** slipped 
her arm from his, and went quickly into the 
house. 

In the solitude of the night, Louis Gautier 
examined his present situation — that situation 
which Olympia's few words had laid bare to him. 
He must and would extricate himself from the 
false position into which his imprudence, or rather 
want of foresight, had placed him. But how? 
Probably had Mr. Gautier been a man of business 
in England, or a soldier, . or a sailor — ^in short, 
in any calling of life where a man's mind rubs 
against other men's minds, and thus is kept 
bright and clear, he might not have been so 
perplexed as he was on the present occasion. 
Everybody has had. the experience of how dif- 
ferent our judgments are of the same thing in 
diflferent atmospheres, or even in a room out of 
doors* Many a morbid cobweb has been swept 
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from a brain by a brisk breeze and a snnshiny 
day, 

Lonis Graatier had none of these healthy helps 
to a dear compr^^ision of his difficulty: he 
was in an enervating climate^ and pretty nearly 
^ monarch of all he snrveyed." He did as we 
are all apt to do: began his consideratioii of 
the present, by recalling the past — recriminating 
the past. He' perceived that in the [first numb- 
ness of disapointment he had strayed into a laby- 
rinth, out of which he now was aware it wonld 
not te e«y to find his way, mthoiit wounding 
himself and others to death. This is jnst the 
worst part of false positions : few are good enon^ 
generals always to avoid a blunder, and then 
follows either a murderous retreat or an igno- 
minious surrender. 

The more Louis thought of it, the less clearly 
he could define his position; and, worse and 
worse, the less courage he had to face it. 
^ There must be a change — we cannot continue 
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ikos^" he repeated over and oyer again, with 
a conBciofosness that it was a case f(^ cut- 
ting his way <mt with a sword, and a perfect 
conscionsneBS also that he shrunk firomthe only 
reme^. 

It is a rare and an inexpressible blessing to 
be able to walk straight to an end, if it be to 
the cannon's month, without looking to the right 
or ihe left — to be able to measure accurately where 
duty ceases, and sensiilerie begins. Louis had 
plenty of head and nerve, but he had too much 
sensitiyeneBS — a fault of temperament nncon- 
quered, perhaps unconquerable. He evaded the 
decision that would have been most merciftd to 
every one concerned : he temporised as most 
of us do when in a difficulty of some delicate 
nature. 

He had a real affection for Olympia : had she 
been a single woman, yery likely, in spite of 
the difference of age, it might have taken a 
different turn firom that which it had done. 
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He had long believed that . this firiendship was 
sufficient for him: he called it love without 
passion. They had both been very enthusiastic 
at first — ^had promised to each other nerer to 
have or withhold any secret, never to separate. 
And now, behold, even at this Mend's side, 
without the aid of absence, a young un-formed 
girl had plunged Louis into all his old dreams 
— ^had poised his spirit again on the wings of 
hope. 

*^ Are friendship and love impossible under the 
same roof? " asked Louis, with the same despair 
probably with which many other Louises have 
inquired. Did he not now confess that it would 
be something as difficult to find as the four-leaved 
shamrock ? 

It must be allowed that the first resolution 
which presented itself to Gautier was flight; 
but he very soon recognised that as impossible. 
One point alone he was certain of: let what would 
be the consequence to himself, Olympia should 
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not be sent out, to brave the hard-judging world. 
Could he endow her with the fortune of Croesus, 
he should despise himself if he harboured the 
idea, it could make amends to her for the loss 
of home and friend. 

He thus reduced himself to one possibility, if 
change there must be. Stella, the young, beau- 
tiful heiress should go. He would base. his plea 
on reasons drawn from Mrs. Dashwood's letter : 
she must never suspect the true cause. Louis 
could see what a terrible award threatened him 
and Olympia — should Stella penetrate his motives 
he could never hope to clear either the one or 
the other in his cousin's opinion. How could 
he say, *^ I am not my own master," and ask her 
to believe that the chain binding him was not 
a vicious one. Did he acknowledge to himself 
that Stella's happiness might be in jeopardy? Not 
yet. He thanked God very fervently, as many 
Louises have done before him, that he had never 
said one word that could lead her to guess his 
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feelings towards her; he was, relucUntly, bat 
docidedlj, trying to cheat himsel£ CoascieDce 
here gave him so smart a prick, that he pleaded, 
'^ Yes, I know her ingenuoiss tnuM; in me might 
easily be raised to love, but I have preserve her 
against myself. I will do so: every feeUng of 
hemom' obliges me to do so." 

Hmnan nature is faU of the strangest con- 
tradictions, and not the least puzzling among 
them are the prejudices and. scruples as to 
^^ points of honour." Sources alike of the noUest 
actions, and of the most egregious mistakes 

and follies, how many martyrs can they not 

f 
boast! What oceans of tears! what unknown 

CaZvarys. 

I^uis Gautier was four-and-thirty, and not 

twenty-four. So he did not rave^ or call on 

the high heavens to compassionate him, but he 

passed a sleej^s night, thinking sadly, what 

rash bills of exchange youth dcaws on the 

futere» 
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Not the lesB decided, however, was he in his 
resolutions when he arose in the momii^: he 
was ereii in a htirry to assizre Olympia, that 
be held good the promise given, and Ihat not 
only to the letter, but in the spirit. In pwr- 
suaace of this decision, he said to her, ''Yon 
must help me in the present eircnmstances, as 
joxL have done in many others during these 
last ten years — ^years never to be forgotten by 
me. YooT peace, and that of our common home, 
are sacred to your grateftd friend." 

Louis's tone was cahn and firm; he had intended 
it to be kind. Olympiawas impressed, and asked, 
almost submissively, " What do you wish me to 
do?** 

** Merely to have patience with Stella's presence 
at Silver HiH for a few months longer, till she 
is of age. Perhaps before that, she may wish 
to go to England ; and if not, I shall find some 
respectable lady to act as her chaperone at Cedar 
Vafley. We shaH then resume our formcsr 
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existence here, and forget there has been any 
interruption.'' 

Oljmpia listened in silence and inward dismay. 
" Was it possible that the nngnarded word which 
had betrayed her real feelings had hardened 
instead of softened him. Probably ; coming as it 
did in the shape of a barrier between him and 
his happiness. It is false to imagine that 
the discovery of a woman's love for a man 
must of necessity touch, must invariably 
flatter him. (Test selotiy as a Frenchman would 
say. 

A strong-minded, good man submits where 
duty and justice require it of him, or where he 
fimcies they do : but claims in cases of the affec- 
tions are sad mistakes, resulting in making every 
one concerned too often miserable, and most 
certainly always uncomfortable and disagreeable. 
Gautier felt towards Olympia in this emergency 
much as that knight of old did to the lady who 
required him to fetch her glove from the lion's 

I 
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den. His idea of knightly honour did not permit 
him to refuse to give this proof of devotion, but 
the fair dame lost her devoted servant For self- 
sacrifice> to be a manifestation of love, must be 
voluntary, not coerced. 
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CHAPTER XXKFII. 

SHADOWS THROWN BEFORE. 

The peace and contentment within the walls ot 
Silver Hill had run its allotted time ; nowhere on 
earth can perfection and permanence be hoped for. 
Passions, great or small, are the sure destroyers 
of even the most rational circle of friends. 

Nevertheless it was impossible to be more 
graciously kind to Stella, more gently cheerful 
with every one, than was Olympia. Perhaps, with 
her clear head, she discerned the signs, fore- 
runners of an inevitable change ; perhaps she re- 
gretted having made the first breach ; at all events, 
she was evidently desirous of putting oflF the 
evil day. Far more than by her passion was 
Mr. Gautier touched by the efforts she made to 
be agreeable to Stella ; and he wondered at, and 
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disapprofved of the young lady's passiveness trnder 
all Olympia's atteirtiotts. One day he eyen re- 
marked to the latter — 

" I win not have you so observant of Stella ; 
I do notCke to see yon so submissive: there is 
somefhing unnatural in it. Your two natures do 
not assimilate : it is a misfortune which we must 
bear with £gnity^ as we do other irreparable 
misfortunes.* 

At that time* it dawned upon Stella that in 
the same capricious manner Louis but a short 
while since was always coming and going, so 
now his absences were strangely prolonged. He 
looked ill, haggard, like a man who passed his 
nights without sleep and his days in anxiety. 
At fest Stella feared that his affairs were going 
wrong; she knew he had had great difficulty 
in keeping himself free of debt. But this could 
not be the case, for Olympia was in her ususd 
spirits, though «he was more in the counting- 
house than she had ever been since Stella camd 
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to Silver Hill. A suspicion grew very soon into 
certainty^ that her cousin wished to avoid her. 
Stella was angry once more, then vexed, though 
she did her best to maintain her equable manner. 
The cousins studied one another very closely; 
for Louis's face often twitched after one of Stella's 
polite speeches, in which no other ear but his 
would have perceived any dryness, and Stella saw 
the look of pain she dreaded become fixed on his 
features. • 

Other sources of disquiet, besides domestic 
ones, were at hand. Rumours reached even the 
recluses of Silver Hill, of a growing licence 
among the blacks in the towns. One of the 
stories of the day was, that a list had been dis- 
covered in which certain ladies' names figured, 
as the intended brides of the ringleaders of a 
sairdisant conspiracy. It was also said iiiat young 
ladies had been addressed by negroes in terms 
which made their escort, military men, use their 
riding-whips. 
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Such matters were, unfortunately, too often 
discussed at dinner-tables, with the utmost plain- 
ness, before half-a-dozen strapping blacks, as if 
they had been only ^^the goods and chattels" 
the law held them to be. The management of 
properties daily became more diflScult; and to 
meet the exigencies of the moment, planters and 
overseers banded themselves together, and enacted 
private laws of great rigour for their own guid- 
ance. Certain that this was no time for increase 
of severity, certain that the moment of emancipa- 
tion was at hand, and that the only hope of safety 
lay in allowing it to arrive without a shock, Louis 
refused to take any share in the regulations of 
the self-elected legislators. He was consequently 
looked upon by some as a renegade to the general 
weal — as a favourer of missionaries ; by others, aa 
a man likely to fall between two stools. 

Stella gloried in his resistance to the tyranny 
of the majority, and could not prevent symptoms 
of her satisfaction reaching Mr. Gautier ; and a 
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very flis^ed cheek and brigbtened eye he wore 
diat day. 

It would not be easy ht an every-day pen, 
like the one writing these words, to do justice to 
the immense amoant of evil occasioned by popular 
ignorance. The conduct of the Jamaica people 
at this period was just what the conduct of all 
despotisms becomes. Certain consequences inevi- 
tably follow certain acts. Thus, in the moment 
ripe for its downfall, we may, with undoubting 
£eii&, look for extrac»rdinarj blind credulitj, a 
reckless obedience to the impulse of self-interest, 
which no experience, no bygone &cts, has ever 
been known to affect. 

CSiristmas was at hand agasn — another year had 
beai added to the age of the universe. 

Was the planet we call the world any nearer 
the realization of good-will to men and to peace 
on earth? Let us see. The old natims of 
Europe were vibrating under the stn^le for 
liberty. Merry BnglMid was not merry at aU> 
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with icke RefiHna Bill and the Com Laws to 
fiirtlie. 

. FraDoe, the initiator, had once again wifuiled 
her tnoofeoared booBer of liberty, eqnalify, frater- 
nitj-. Italy had shaken herself in her lair, and 
the ratiie of h^ chains had sent a quake firom 
head to foot of every one on whose head weighed 
a crown. The reverberation of the emotions of 
Esrope ran the round of the ^obe. Gold 
aoid blood were plentiAiHy spent, a fierce 
doad gathered, and hung heavy and threaten- 
ing over the West Indies ; when it burst, would 
it purify, or utterly destroy? Some, regard- 
ing it with terror, fled; some shook their fists 
at it ni xhenaee; others raised a cry of deri- 
sion. What! Ae inferior race subdue the su- 
perior! — the hare conquer the lion! Some 
there were who never looked at au^t but the 
gay parterres among which they walked, fike the 
child playing with the flowers conced&ig the 
predpiee. 
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One morning In early December, as Stella was 
standing on the terrace looking out at the beau- 
tiftJ sight of the coffee plantation, contrasting it 
in thought with the snowy scenes of England in 
that month, she heard the sound of many voices, 
and saw something glittering appear and dis- 
appear on the zigzag road leading up the hill 
to the house. There was no doubt what that 
cackling sound portended: it was the flourish 
of music that announced the arrival of Aunt 
Portia; and in a minute or two a bran new 
sedan, painted in blue, white, and red, and 
with gilded cornices, appeared rocking along the 
terrace. 

Aunt Portia's political bias may be guessed 
from the colours she sported. She was a little 
late in this open display of her partisanship, 
but it had been a mere question of time : her 
sympathies were peculiarly marked when she had 
the power of showing them. Aunt Portia, had 
she lived till now,, would have psdnted her sedan 
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red, and nothing but red. Though seventy, dear 
old lady, she had 4he greatest faith in the per- 
fectibility of human beings. Every revolution, 
upon whatever account, was acceptable to her 
as a sign of progress. Many a quarrel had she 
had on politics with her favourite, Louis Gautier ; 
and it could only have been her horror of the 
sight of blood, which had prevented her being 
the Joan of Arc of the blacks. Aunt Portia 
was a republican, conununist, socialist, to the 
backbone ; and, what was really strange, she lived 
up to her principles. 

The sedan was set down in the piazza, and the 
lady within it scarcely noticed Stella's greeting, 
so eager was she to know where Mr. Gautier was ; 
she must see him directly. 

** I have nothing to say to you, good people : " 
this to the three ladies now assembled round the 
sedan : " I must have a man's opinion. The mas- 
culine gender has the precedence with me, and I 
am free to acknowledge it" 
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<« Wliatever your news^ Miss Portia, I am sore 
it is good oews^" said Mrs. Grautifir : ^^ I liaTe not 
seen jou looking so well for Tears*" 

^ Well, now, Mrs. Gaiatier, I'U ask your 
opinion as a woman of sense and experience* 
At what age do you liaJBtk a female may escape 
the calumny of the world? " 

^ I am afraid it would be matter of offisnce to 
our aex to suppose they could escape that at cm^ 
age," returned the Mawian, with a quiet Iktie 
laugh*^ 

" Very cleverly answered," observed Aunt 
Portia. ^^Now then, at what age can a woman 
make sure of not fedUbg the belle passion f I 
make it an open question. You all laugh. Miss 
Stella would give Madam Olympia's, and Madam 
Olympia would give mine : it 's all comparative. 
I begin to think it not impossible at any age." 

** You are very enigmatical to-day. Aunt 
Portia," exclaimed Stella. '^ Do tell vs what has 
happened, or is going to happen." 
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'^There's a gesileman in the case," repHed 
Aunt Portia ; ^^ mi I am sorely tempted to aoeept 
his offer, my dear friends. Lately I have begun 
to &tel the inconyenieBce of being a lone woman." 

" Oh ! my good Miss Lowe ! " pronounced Mrs 
GaatiffiT, in a tone of warning. 

^^ It's jnst being Miss Lowe, ma'am, makes &e 
mischief,^ cried the spinster. *^ I can tell you, if 
yoa were here by yonrself, and hearing whispers 
all night round your house, turn which way yon 
would in your bed, and drag the count^ane 
over your liead, and still whisper, whisper, whis- 
per; if yon saw great black eyes staring out 
of every coffee-bush, you would be very glad, 
I suspect, to accept a polite, handsome gentle- 
man's offer to come and reside with you, and feel 
mightily inclined to say, * Sir, hang up your hat 
on the first peg in the hall, and make yourself 
quite at home*' " 

Olymjaa shrank back as she heard the words, 
*^ poKte^ hand^^wMMft g^itleman." 
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*^ Who comes in such questionable guise ? " 
asked Louis^ as he came in and saw the parti- 
coloured sedan. 

"Just the person wanted," exclaimed Aunt 
Porti^, throwing up the top of the sedan. *^ Louis 

Gautier, were you acquainted in England with a 

Mr. Stapylton Smythe ? " 

*^Yes; that is, I met a gentleman of that 

name at Major Dashwood's house and else- 
where." 

" And what did you think of him ? " 

" I did not come to any particular conclusion 

on the subject of Mr. Smythe. What have you 

to do with him. Aunt Portia? " 

" He is not the man to commit murder, eh ? " 
"Not more likely to do so than any other 

person of my acquaintance." 

" And your opinion. Miss Stella ? " 

" I don't like Mr. Smythe much. Aunt Portia." 

"He doesn't return the compliment; for he 

talks of you as if you were a heathen goddess." 
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"Once more, Aunt Portia, where have you 
seen Mr. Smythe ? " asked Mr. Grautier. 

** At my own house, my dear lad ; you see, 
Mr. Boyick brought him to me : he is sent out 
by H.M. as a slave protector." 

" Oh 1 indeed — ^that is something quite new." 

" Quite ! " replies Miss Portia. " And besides 
that, my beau is come to make a revolution among 
lis, hell be a general benefactor, Mr. Louis. He 
has got the charge of Yalmarosa Estate as 
planting attorney, and he is going to plant vines 
there ; and we shall soon be done with all your 
rubbish of coflFee and sugar." 

"But why are you so interested about his 
character?" 

" Ah I that's the very thing brought me here. 
You know the great house at Yalmarosa is in 
a pretty pickle — scarcely two shingles qn the 
roof: till it is put to rights, Boyick proposed my 
letting this gentleman a part of my house. Says I 
to them both : ' You can go away for the present, 

VOIm UL e 
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and rU think it over ; ' which meaat. 111 get some- 
thing out of that cloBe dbap Louis Gautier about 
this fine gentleman : for he is a &ie gentleman — 
courteous as an heir a^^arent, and handsome 
too^ though he is not so young as he has been.'' 

^^ Yon can get nothing out of Louis Gautier," 
replied Louis; "for I do not know anydiing for 
or against Mr. Smythe." 

'' Well, then, I tihink 111 take him on trial," 
was Aunt Portia's summing up ; " hell be com- 
pany at dinner : it Jjwon^ be more 'dam a nine 
days' scandal at most. Why don't you like Mr. 
Smythe, Miss Stella?" 

" I neither like nor dislike him. Aunt Portia." 

"Young ladies don't always speak the truth. 
I r^n^nber I used to say certain persons were 
ugly, whom I thought the handsomest in the 
world. Call my people, Louis. I am off: my 
beau is to call again to-day on his way here. 
Miss Stella, you have a fine ccdour. Bye — ^bye, — 
all ofyoul* waving herthinbony hand; and Aunt 
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Portia -sunk oat of f^^t, drawii^ down tbe top of 
the sedan after her. 

A Aioftt while after Miss Lowe's departure^ 
Olyinpa said, **Will you come ont with me, 
Stella ? There's plenty of shade in the mango 
grove,'* Tlie ^two ladies walked almost in silence 
till tihbey reached a sort of natural avenue* ^en 
Olympia said, " I want you to tdJi me vaore about 
this n^w ne^hbour to be." 

*'My aunt Dashwood said, he was a very 
clever man; he sings very well, and he has a 
manner of ta&ing to people as if he cared 
very much about them, while in reality he does 
not,* was Stella^s reply. 

•'That is to say,** observed Olympia, ''he 
admired you very much.^ 

''I cannot tell indeed, for he used to put on 
the same look when he spoke to Mrs. Hood, or 
Auntie, or Emily Hubbard— worse with her than 
any one." 

"Do you know, Stella, that I think that his 
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real motive for coming to Jamaica is to look after 
yon." 

*^ Then he will very soon go away again,** said 
Stella, qnietly ; **bnt I do not believe Mr. Smythe 
cared for me.** 

*' What gave you that impression, my dear ? " 

**Per^iaps I did fancy he liked me rather 
at one time. Auntie and Major Dashwood had 
some idea of the kind, I know ; but I found out he 
did not, for Mrs. Hubbard asked him one day 
before me why he did not marry and have some 
one to nurse him, for he was often ill — ^he had 
broken a blood vessel I believe: he laughed, 
and said, he wa. not a marrying man-Aat he 
would not marry for money, and that he was too 
poor to marry without. Besides, I am sure 
he did not care for me," wound up Stella with 
emphasis; "for he always made way for other 
gentlemen to come and talk to me, and was always 
joking me about my being married." 

**But he knows now that you are rich," said 
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Olympia: *^lie has come to Jamaica with some 
other aim than the one he gives out^ depend on 
it" 

^'He camiot force me to marry him against 
my will; so I am not a bit a&aid of him." 

Olympia, after a moment's thought, said, "I 
do not often intrude my opinions on you ; but as 
your nearest relative here, perhaps it is my duty 
to advise you to be prudent with this gentleman- 
to begin as you intend to end, I mean : by show- 
ing a marked avoidance of him. He seems by 
your description to be a male coquet, and you 
may get yourself entangled before you know 
where you are.'' 

Stella slightly laughed. ** You had better see 
him fir^t before you decree his banishment. Who 
knows ? you may like him very much, though I 
do not" 

^^ It is an odd way of showing your dislike, to 
encourage his visits." 

^^I have no wish to encourage his visits, but 
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sk tke sane time^ I don't intend to be radi^ and 
I shall Bot olgeet to hearing some news oi wj 
friends in England. Mr. Smythe never gave 
SM anj reason for widing partkuburly to avoid 
him.'' 

'^ToQ are not inaeBfiible^ I see, to the pleasure 
of bmg admired : mairjr giiia — most giik5 1 may 
say — think it a £eather in their cap to have had 
several offers; they overkioik the fiiet that it staaups 
them as conunon flirts»'^ 

^^ Yoa judge me very aerverdy^ Otympa^" said 
Stdla. ^^It will be time enou^ to call me a 
flirt when you hare proo& to give^" 

"Then you are resolved to shelter yonoEadf 
imder a false plea, of ignorsnoe and blindness to 
his intentions^ to attract Mr. Smythe here." 

'^ I fliball neither try to attract nor repel/' said 
Stella^ now much offended. 

*^ Ton mean to make use ef one man to bring 
another forward ? " burst out Qijmpa^ 

^ I da not understand yoo^" said &tdIl^ coldly. 
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'^ToQ da nnderstend me, and I imdentaBBi yom 
perfectly^^ retorted CAjiaifim, wilk a look of 



^I rgpoflt Aat I do Boi nderstand javx in- 
sinaatkNn,^ said Stella^ moying away. 

*'Yoa shall not go^" and Ol^naapia seized the 
gnrl'fi ann ; ^yon are a very caatioiis yoni^ lady — 
vertfy^ she went on bitterly* ^ Ton miBt hare doti 
on erery ^i^ and croeses on every ^t/ befire 
yon can venture to comprehend a gentlnnan's 
intenliona: &ere'a nothing on earth m fidse as 
your pmdes." 

^ I shall be obliged if yon wiU set aiy arm 
firee," said Stelk. 

'^ No : yon Aall not go to complain of me to 
Gaotier. I wi& grr« yon die explanation ymt 
require. If you do not keep Mr. Sffiydie aipay^ 
there wiU be Mood en your head : those two men 
will fight ; and that woman » a despicable wreipdh 
who risks men's lives to feed her vanity. Why 
doB^ yon answer me^ aad not look as if yon 
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thought me mad? You know as well as I do 
that Louis Gautier loves you !" 

*' Louis loves me!" exclaimed Stella^ extricating 
her arm, "If I had ever believed so, I should 
disbeUeve it now, hearing it from your Ups, No, 
no. I am young and inexperienced, but not silly 
enough to put faith in words like those from you. 
What ! You who, ever since I saw you, have done 
everything you could to separate me from Louis — 
who have used artifice upon artifice to make him 
think meanly of me — who have forced me to 
appear in the worst light before him — ^you come 
now and expect me to believe that it is because 
Louis loves me, that it is for thai you want me 
to keep away Mr. Smythe? That is not the 
reason. I do not guess what it is, I may never 
know, but ^" 

"Have pity on me, Stella!" cried Olympia, 
flinging her axms round SteUa. "There U an- 
other reason. I have told you the truth, but not 
the whole truth. SteUa, keep that man away! 
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I cannot tell you why, but may I die this moment 
if I am deceiving you. Oh, heavens I there's 
Gautier's whistle. Stella, Stella, have mercy! 
Don't tell him what I have asked ! " 

" You are safe with me," said Stella. " God 
forgive you if this be a trick or an artifice to 
injure me : it will be on your head." 

" I have your promise to keep what I have 
said secret," persisted Olympia. 

Stella bowed. 

" But if you wear Such a fece as you do now, 

Gautier will see that there has been some dis- 
agreement between us." 

** I am not a good comedian," returned Stella, 
" but I am in good faith with you." 

The angry retort on Olympia's lips was arrested 
by Louis being now within hearing. Stella could 
see Olympia's face clear, but she felt her own 
countenance had not thrown off its disturbance, 
by the sudden change in the expression of her 
cousin's eyes. Louis had reached them smiling 
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lie had. been eridend j amused^ and liad come witk 
the intentian of unparting Us amnsemfint, 

Tbe marbled ccHQiplexkn of Stella's dheeks, 
denoting that agitation had tnmbkd the e^en 
course of heat blood, struck him inatantly. Olym- 
pa watched him; hi& coontenanee lowered in 
sympathy wiA that of Stella. Instead of the 
liTcly speech lie had intended to make, Louis 
gravely announced tiiat Mr« Smythe was at the 
house^ and hoped to see Miss JoddrdUL Stdla at 
<»ice bent hear stepa homewaixL 

^^I diall leave you a firee tStse-irtSte to- 
day, Stella/' said Olympia. •* I shsJl wait tat 
another time to make the gentleman's acquaint- 
ance." 

Stella walked away in silence^ Ske never 
tamed her head by way of invitiiig Loois to 
aeeompoiy ber. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

UNDEB A SPELL. 

Ofposixioh ifi the first impulse c^ mankind. Mr. 
SmyAc^ twenty-fbiir hears befisar^ would have 
been m object of indifieraice to Stella: she would 
have rather that he would have avoided SUver 
Hill than otherwise. Noiw^ that he was iuYested 
wiilh a mystery^ he had become aa object oi 
eurio8ify and iat^rest to her. 

Mr. Snythe met Stdla with an air of great 
pleasure — ev&ti made a little di^lay of emotion^ 
but quite within bounds; talked pleasanfly of 
fhd^ Kotml JiHendff in England; told her that 
tkere were nrmours of Miss Emilj Hubbard^ 
SMorrisge fo a h^ digoolary of Aie C^nrdi of 
Biglnid; said liiat Mka FiabMphia Budiwood 
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had made him undergo a course of mis»ionarj 
tracts ; lamented the unsettled state of Jamaica ; 
believed that there were exaggerations on both 
sides of the Atlantic — ^good people to be found 
everywhere. Could anything be more patriarchal 
than Miss Lowe's establishment?" 

*'Ah I " replied Stella, " but Aunt Portia's ma- 
nagement of slaves is a very exceptional case." 

" Still an Emancipationist, Miss Joddrell?" 

*' More than ever, now that I have with mine 
own eyes seen what slavery is." 

**You are aware that I came hither in the 
capacity of slave protector? I meet with great 
opposition: indeed the people here re&se to 
iK^knowledge the existence of such an office." 

** Then you will not remain here long, I sup- 
pose?" 

" On the contrary, the island will be compelled 
to yield; and besides, I am about to try an 
experiment at Valmarosa, whether Jamaica may 
liot be made available as a wine-growing country. 
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With vineyards instead of sugar and coffee^ you 
might easily dispense with slave labour. May 
I hope for the patronage of Cedar Valley ? " 

^^I will not make rash promises/' said SteUa^ 
wishing^ with all her hearty Mr. Smythe would 
go. They were seated in the piazza^ and she 
remarked how at every slight noise he turned his 
head as if on the look-out for some one. 

Olympia's entreaty had put Stella's imagina- 
tion on the alert^ and even while speakings she 
was trying to work out some probable reason 
for her impassioned appeal. The conversation 
therefore so languished that at last the visitor 
rose to take his leave. 

"Where is your horse?" asked SteUa, with 
alacrity. 

**I left him with a servant at the foot of 
the hilL The road up here is rather a trial 
to the nerves of an English racer. Upon 
my word, this residence is like a little fort. 
You might hold out some time against an attack. 
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if jfoft liad only a co^le of duMe sauJl 
cnmcm I flsir «t Goilog Boykk's place.* 

"" Bid as we have «> GSBOB,'' leplied Stefli, "^ I 
hiipe we msjr nerer be tittarkfJ.^ 

^ I hope not NevertlMlefli the temper of Ihe 
negroes is aiarmifi^ Miss JoddielL I shall do 
my host as a pacificator, jou may he sme of 
that; at all eventB, lemembery in any case of 
danger cv difficulty, I am entirdy at your aerrice. 
I shall <mly he too happy to show the gratitade I 
&el for the Dadiwoods' kindnpfw to me." 

Stella ooold not find a word to say. 

'^May I hope that your fiiends hece wiU 
not forget that we are near nei^ihonrs? I 
enjoy Miss Lowe's racy society amaan^y; bat a 
little variety will be very acceptable," 

^^ The Mam an — ^I mean^ my aunt, Mrs. Gantier, 
is infirm and delicate," replied Stella ; '^ and we 
th^efore lead a very retired life." 

^^I shall be contented with very litde. I 
had hoped, considering the circumstances, that we 
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might have resumed m Ji degree the pkasant 
interoouise we hsd at Watedoo Cottage — our 
rekliags, our dnete. I am aot to be quite 
bamdied icom Silver Hill, I trust? " 

Stella "was silent: she had none of the tact 
neceaeary for such occasions. With an awk- 
ward sincerity that made Mr. Smythe smile, ^e 
replied — 

'^ I really do not know what to say. I will 
ask Mrs. Gantier ; " and she held out her hand 
widi — ^^ I must wish you good-bye now." 

*^ Sans adieu," was the gentleman's reply. 

That evening there came a note of thiee lines 
fiom Mr. Smythe to Stella, with a large parcel of 
books. 

Every one has had years in their lives when all 
that surrounds them preserves a c^iain immo- 
bility ; when the vicissitudes of fortune, and the 
attacks of death, avoid their circle. Then a time 
comes when they have to straggle in a perfect 
whirlpool of events. 
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For ten years the Gautiers had lived so qnietly, 
so unembarrassed by changes, that Olympia, the 
one who had most to fear from mutations, had 
begun to do more than hope — she had begun to 
expect to enjoy peace for the rest of her life. The 
first break in this even course had been Louis's 
visit to England ; and from that moment she had 
felt threatened. 

Stella had been quite right in supposing that 
Mr. Smythe's eyes were wandering in quest of 
some one. Aunt Portia had been easily led to 
gossip about the family at Silver Hill, and Mr. 
Smythe had thus heard of a Mrs. Olympia, who 
was neither the wife nor the sister of Louis 
Gautier. There was some family tie, but Aunt 
Portia did not know what it was. The Gautiers 
were reserved people, never speaking about them- 
selves ; and when Miss Lowe had come to live 
near them, she had found Mrs. Olympia there. 
Tes, she was sure about the relationship. She 
had heard Stella's father drop some hints, that 
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poor relations stuck like burrs, when Mrs. 
Olyinpia had been mentioned. 

^^ Was the lady young and handsome ? " 

" People's tastes differ," said Aunt Portia, " but 
there's a sort of likeness in Miss Joddrell to her." 

Mr. Smythe's fancy ran as much riot now 
as it had done in his youth : he was always 
attracted by the vague ; his nature was speculative ; 
so when he was at Silver Hill, he was thinking 
more of the miknown Olympia than of Stella. 
Mr. Smythe had not changed from what he had 
been twenty years previously. It suited him 
to visit at Silver Hill, and he was resolved not 
to be repulsed by any coldness or hints: he 
would allow of time for Mr. Gautier to re- 
turn his visit, and then take his own way. 

A few days after Louis did call on Mr. Smythe, 
and returned fi'om the visit seriously disquieted. 
Mr. Smythe had heard fi'om Mr. Boyick (Mr. 
Joddrell's successor in the office of Custos), that 
various overseers had reported to him of unlaw^ 
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fill assemblies being nightly held on the properties 
under their charge. Some of these overseers 
had ventured in disguise to these meetings, and 
they declared that the speeches made there were 
all calculated to inflame the passions of the blacks. 
They were told of the sympathy of the people 
ol England in most exaggerated t^rms, and that 
Mr. Smythe and many others had brought to 
Jamaica sums of money for their manumission 
and support ; and that after Christmas they would . 
see the truth of these assertions. It had become 
evident to all men of any reflection^ that the 
time for conciliation was past,; the difficulty 
was to avoid collision: all that could be hoped 
now was that, by a display of force, disorder 
might be kept down. Mr. Gautier did not repeat 
what he had thus heard to any of his £Eunily : 
he only mentioned, that it had been thought 
expedient to call out the militia before Christmas. 

Of all his annoyances as a planter, this of 
the Bulitia was the severest to Louis. He 
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detested above all^ the vulgar excesses which 
appear an obligatory accompaniment of the meet- 
ing to eat and drink after the fatigues of the 
day. Nevertheless, having chosen his place in 
the world, common sense told him he must 
comply with its exigencies. Inexperience and 
disappointed passion had precipitated him into 
a position most repugnant to his nature, and out 
of it he had never been able to extricate himsel£ 
Most reluctantly, the day after his visit to Mr. 
Smythe, Louis dressed himself in his uniform, 
and thus metamorphosed appeared at breakfast. 
To say the truth, Louis, a handsome man in aby 
dress, did look peculiarly well in the blue and 
silver of his regimettt ; and Stella, girl-like, ex- 
pressed her prefer^ce for that dress over that 
of the white jacket and broad-brimmed Panama 
hat, her' cousin's usual attire. 

Louis shrugged his shoulders, saying, '' The 
white jacket is the comfortable garb of freedom, 
finr lad3F--^dii8 is a badge of servitude; and in 
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proof of my words, I must eat my breakfast 
without thinking of any one but myself^ if I 
mean to escape a reprimand and a fine." 

By some accident, there was no one in the 
room but the cousins; and Stella, forgetfal of 
their late estrangement, was excessively busy, 
almost merrily supplying his plate, and filling 
his cup. 

** Basta!" he cried, " I am not Captain Dalgetty 
providing for the future. By the by, Stella, 
what books were those Mr. Smythe sent you ? " 
as he glanced at some richly bound volumes on 
a table near him. ^^Show them to Olympia 
before you read them.'' 

"Cousin Louis, you forget I am four years 
older than when you first knew me: I was 
twenty, three weeks ago." 

Why did you not tell me at the time ? " 
It was not an object of interest to any one 
but myself." 

** How do you know ? It was an uncharitable 
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thought, Stella," said Louis, in a voice from 
which he had not banished all tenderness. 
" Never have such again, will you promise me ? " 

She did not venture to speak, but she looked 
at him, with her beautiful eyes full of tears, 
and held out her hand to him across the table. 
Poor young thing! there was not the shadow 
of any pretence to disguise her feelings. 

Louis took the pretty hand between both his : — 

*^ Dear little cousin ^\ he began, but suddenly 

his countenance changed : Mrs. Gautier and 
Olympia were just coming in. 

Louis dropped Stella's hand quickly, walked 
to the piazza door, and whistled for his horse. 
Returning, he hastily embraced the Maman, ran 
down the steps, giving a military salute to the 
two younger ladies. None of the three women 
left their position as long as they could see the 
top of the feather in his cap, waving in the 
morning breeze. All that mornmg, Stella sat 
by the Maman's side, pensivQ but not sad. She 
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was sdll under tlie spell of Louis's gentle words 
and tones. They were like some newly gnned 
treasure, so long had she been weaned from 
any such. If he did not care for her, he would 
not speak to and look at her in that way. 
Olympia it was who threw her shade over ihem 
both* How his face had altered when he had 
heard Olympiads step; and then Stella's heart 
sank for a moment, but only for a moment. The 
honey she had gathered that morning soon 
smothered the drop of gall, and she became 
pensive again, but still hopefid. 

Olympia was occupied with some of her dabo- 
rate embroidery, labouring at it mechankally, 
trying to imagine some way of extricating hersdf 
from the net she had unconsciously spread for 
herself. ^^ Caught! caught I I will interfere no 
more with Stella: fate fights for her. What if 
I confess all to Gautier ? " 

The three women mic^ht have sat as modeb 
of Resignation, Hope, and Fear. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

ON THE BRINK OF A PBEC3PICB. 

Ahd what was Louis Gautier thinking as he 
rode on his solitary way? He was fightiiig 
with the same thoughts that had banished sleep 
firom his weary eyes for many long nights. He 
was aware at last^ that the statu quo he had 
counted on as possible for several months^ could 
not and would not continue. He was a man^ 
and not an angel. The veil with which he had 
perhaps half-wittingly enveloped his situation, 
was fim^ibly Ufted away that morning. 

He was as sure now of Stella's growing 
love for himself as of his own for her. She 
was only repelled by his coldness, smd he had 
given her proof of how real that was exactiy 
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half an hour ago« He felt again^ as he recalled 
the scene at the breakfast table, the soft pressure 
of the lovely little hand ; saw again that sweet, 
honest smile of love ; visions of joy rose up and 
dazzled him: he would not look at them, and 
jerked his bridle so sharply, that the high-bred 
Kaled reared, and for an instant or two, Louis 
had to occupy himself in behalf of his neck 
Instead of his heart. 

Presently he re-knotted the thread of his 
thoughts. Renunciation for himself, he could 
determine on; he could accept of the desolation 
her absence would bring upon him. Ah! how 
should he live? Well, he could try; but to 
know, as he did know, that he was about to 
stab that warm, innocent heart, given to him 
with the frankness of a child, yet with the 
controlling modesty of a woman — how was he 
to bear ihat^ and live? such knowledge would 
steep him in a depth of agony he had never 
yet sounded. " All my own fault ! all ray own 
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fault!" lie exclaimed. None of his theories, which 
had helped huri into this slough of despond, 
helped him out of it now. None of his diatribes 
against the lightness of woman's nature, of her 
slavery to dress and society, her inability to 
stand such potent auxiliaries as *^ time " and 
^^ distance " when employed against her love — ^no, 
none of his bitter declamations were so good 
as to console him now. He even felt friend- 
ship as inimical to him, and was horror-stricken 
at having shut himself out from that imioii 
without which a man, sooner or later, finds his 
life incomplete, 

In this easy state of mind, foreseeing what 
his course must be, yet shrinking from it as 
from a crime, instead of the duty his conscience 
announced it to be, he reached the end of his 
ride. Once more among a group of men, noisy, 
excited, full of alarm, foaming with wrath, Mr. 
(rautier had to forget the lover, and remember 
his individuality as a slave-holder and planter^ 
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He rode liome late in the evening; he widied 
to avmd seeing Stella that night; he dreaded 
meeting snch anollier look as the one of the morn- 
ing. The fierce straggle between his honoor and 
his love was over. He clearly comprehended 
the present; and he must not trouble himself 
with the fatnre. The infbrmati<Mi gained dnring 
the daj was precise enough to have made him 
desironS; even if Stella had been his bride^ to 
have sent her from the island. As her guardian 
it was his part to ensure her personal safety. 
He would indeed have been thankftil to have 
known her to be already on her way to England. 
He could not contemplate the isolated position 
of Silver HiU but with terror. If the dreaded 
emergency arrived^ what could one man do 
against hosts? Die — ^but not save. He should 
use his guardian's authority^ and he would send 
his mother, and Olympia with h^^ as &r as 
Kingston. He would not allow of a day^s 
unneo^flsaiy delay: doe must be away before 
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Ghristma& A death-like coldness crept over 
Louis as lie thus decided. So, then^ love — ^real, 
exalted^ yehement love — was again huming up 
his heart; not a puny flame^ that reason would 
he able to put out He realised the strength 
of the new guest, now that he was trying to 
rid himself of it. It had come so quietly^ that 
it had slipped unperceived into his soul ; and 
with each day's habit, had worn a deep place 
for itself, without shock or excitement Yes ; 
love, almighty love! — he who had believed his 
capability for such a sensation lost Yes, he who 
had echoed the most contemptuous sarcasms 
launched by ancient and modem in every known 
language at love — he — ^he loved as warmly, as 
fondly, as purely, as he had done in his early 
youth. He almost felt a contempt for himself. 
There's comfort, however, in the recollection that 
what has once been extinguished can be so again. 
No ! there's no comfort in returning to his bitter- 
ness. •'My darling! my darling! and must I 
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give you upl" that was the true cry, strug- 
gling forth with each breath that he drew. 

Mr. Gautier shunned the interview Olympia 
showed him she desired: it was by his mother's 
bedside that he related the rumours rife both 
in Kingston and the surrounding districts, of 
the ill-humour of the slave population. It was 
holding the Maman's hand in his, that he found 

courage to say, tliat such being the dangerous 
state of the island, he intended to insist on his 

cousin's immediate return to England; but lie 

warned both his mother and Olympia not to 

touch on the subject of impending danger from 

the blacks with Stella. "It would half kill 

her," he added, " to think she was leaving her 

friends in any peril ; and it might be impossible 

in such a case to induce her to obey me." 

The Maman would not, and Olympia dared not, 
ask him on what grounds Stella's consent was to 
be obtained. 

** I shall send you both with her to KingstoUjj" 



ON THE BRINK OF A PRECIPICE. 77 

summed up Louis, *^ and you must remain there 
until I can believe' in the safety of Silver Hill. 
You will do so for my sake, poor Maman." And 
Louis put the hand he held to his lips. 

Olympia scarcely noticed his unusual coldness 
to herself: her heart was throbbing with joy 
at the issue from her most pressing danger 
which this plan presented. It would give 
her breathing time: she had still some chances 
in her favour. 

The next afternoon, when the Maman was busy 
with her needlewomen, and Olympia in the count- 
ing house, the unconscious Stella seated herself at 
the further end of the front piazza, with one of 
the books sent to h^r by Mr. Smythe. It was a 
volume of Wordsworth. She was not reading 
attentively; rather idly turning leaf after leaf, 
only stopping when a line here or there caught 
her attention. 

In a little she heard a well-known step, and saw 
Mr. Gautier decidedly coming towards her. It 
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was 80 unusual an occurrence for him to seek her 
that, after the first bound of happj surprise her 
heart gave at seeing him, her emotion changed 
into something not imlike fear. His face looked 
dragged, as if he wore over &tigued« When 
two persons who love one another are in presence, 
they act and react on one another in a strange, 
supernatural manner. Stella instantly, before 
Louis had spoken a word, perceived in him the 
signs that are the precursors of a storm. Yet he 
was sitting very calmly by her side; he had 
taken the book &om her hand, and in silence was 
turning over the pages. At last he made a pause, 
his finger accentuating, as it may be expressed, 
three lines of one of the smaller poems. Stella 
looked down to see what they were, and read — 

** True dignit J abides with him alone, 
Who in the silent hour of inward thought 
Can still suspect and stiU revere himself" 

SteEa watched him as if he were reading over 
her death-warrant ; yet what oould these woirda 
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have in common with him or her ? She exclaimed^ 
without waiting to think further, " Cousin Louis, 
what is the matter ? " 

**You have always been a docile, obedient 
ward,'* he began. 

" Take care, cousin Louis. You want to 
bribe me to do something. I am not a child to 
require the edge of the cup to be sweetened 
to make me swallow a bitter draught '^ 

"You have been studying your Italian to 
some profit," he answered. How is it, when 
hearts are breaking, that men and women can 
speak so conventionally ? 

*'Do you remember our talking once about 
friendship ? " he went on. 

^Ycs, very well — just as if it had been 
only yesterday. Cousin Louis, what, is the 
matter?" 

" We are friends, are we not, Stella ? '' 

" Are we ? ** And the valiant eyes turned 
fun on his, seeking to penetrate into his thoughts* 
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*^ Cousin Louis, t^ll me what you have come to 
say?'' 

"I have come to ask you to sacrifice your 
inclination to my wish — to the wish of cousin 
Louis." He felt as if he were seething the kid in 
the mother's milk. 

^* Anything, anything, cousin Louis," she said 

breathlessly. 

" Then you will consent to return imme- 
diately to England." It was said in a hoarse 
voice. 

"Leave you, cousin Louis? "burst forth in such 
a beseeching, childlike voice. 

He could not stand it. He rose and was 
walking away, when she called out, " Come back, 
cousin Louis : do not be angry with me againu" 

He seated liimself by her, in a sort of helpless 
way, as if courage and recollection had deserted him. 

After waiting in vain for him to speak, she 
asked him again, " Why must I go away ? " 

He had forgotten all but one thing. " Because 
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I love you," was on his lips. He never could 

understand how he did not fall at her feet, and 

tell her of his love — ^that he loved her more truly, 

more fondly, than he had ever loved in his high 

youth. Perhaps it was her innocent question, 

^^ Are you ill, cousin Louis ? " as she marked his 

changing countenance, that brought him back 

to the recollection of the task he had set him- 

selt He answered her abruptly : " Because I 

have decided that it is right you should go.'' 

^* Olympia has advised you to send me away 

on account of Mr. Smythe. I will tell Mr. 

Smyihe before you, cousin Louis, that I do not 

wish ever to see him any more." 

** Olympia has not said a word on such a 

subject to me." 

A few months ago, Stella would have continued 
her accusation of Olympia. She sat looking at 
her cousin now ; with a white face, and eyes out 
of which all light had faded. 

** I will not deceive you, Stella, I never will ; so 

TOL.IIL « 




Jbdp me God!" said Lobs wilk ma^ 
^I ioof more dum onr remmi tarwiakmg jam to 
^idt Sflyer HQl — to lescfe Jinaini Yam cnoe 
Mked to be 117 fiocBd, Stdb. I biddToa at m 
friend — ^the dearest of friends. SteOa, da joa 
Miere me ? — liaTe joa frill rwlidpnre io me ? * 

^ 01^ so fun, so entire ! '' 

^Tben yon will tmst me; lidieTe melmieBt 
in all, eren if I cndj give yen one — ih 
reason fixr my prayer to yon, to leate 



Louis's Toice hroke into a sob, checked 
inatontly, yet not so instantly but that it had 
cnt Stella to the heart 

^ Tell me nothingy consin Lonis ; I don^ want 
to know. I am ready to go." 

EEe sat qnite stilly his hand <y?er his ^es, 
reboked by tlie candid tmstfolness of his yonng 
connn. He had intended to nse Celia's unp^r- 
tinent letter to himself as a cmming argument ; 
lie hod intsEided to eall on Sfedh to act so as 
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to «pare him tl^se degrading insmiiati<His. To 
kaye had even the intention was as if he had 
been d^ecrating a pnre shrine. He eaddeidy 
jfelt his head clear — all concision leave his 
liioughts^ like one carried forth from a hot^ cor- 
rupt atmosphere into the fresh air of a fipiing 
daj. Too late — ^too late I 

** Forgive me, Stella," was all he oonld say. 

** Forgive you, coasin Louis ! " and she smiled 
jgh him; he turned deadly pale, his eyes flash- 
ing as he received that smile. "Call me once 
again your friend, cousin Louis." 

" My friend," he replied, and left her. 

Stella was in a sort of ecstacy of suffering : 
she enjoyed it; it was for him! Come, more 
anguish! more torture! it will give her Ae 
measure, the height, the depth of her love for 
him. 

li was dear as day that Stella's cafan and 
Louis's 4ittrength were both fitftitiwiB ; the Mami^i 

02 
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and Olympia carefully respected Louis's injunc- 
tions^ busying themselves with the preparations 
for Stella's voyage. The plan of the two other 
ladies being to remain in Kingston after she had 
sailed was never told to her ; and in the confu- 
sion and distress of her own feelings^ many trifles 
that might have enlightened her on that head 
passed unnoticed. 

"Keep my going away as quiet as you can: 
don't let any one know," was Stella's earnest 
request; **and also, cousin Louis, let it be 
\ quickly." 

And Louis was anxious she should be away 
quickly, and on board a ship before the Christmas 
holidays — ^the time most dreaded by the planters, 
as then their negroes for a few days enjoyed com- 
parative freedom. 

A vessel was chosen in which a lady and her 
daughter had already taken a passage. After 
that the only occupation of which Louis seemed 
•capable was the riding to and fro between Silver 
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Hill and Kingston. He personally escorted 
Stella's luggage to Miss Hawke's lodgings^ 
where his cousin^ his mother, and Olympia 
were to spend the night before the vessel sailed. 
Then, and not till then, did the house servants 
begin to suspect that the young lady was going 
away. Every time that her cousin arrived from 
town, Stella expected to be told that on the 
morrow she was to go. Every time that she 
received no such summons, she felt almost happy. 
If that moment of farewell could be spared 
her ! 

Nor was Olympia easy, even now when her 
most earnest desire was about to be accomplished. 
The dictates of truth and justice cannot be in- 
fringed even in secret, and permit the conscience 
of the defaulter to be tranquil. Besides, Olympia 
saw that life at Silver Hill would in future be a 
mere hollow semblance of what it had been. The 
sacrifice she had in a manner extorted from 
Gautier was too costly. She was not sure 
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whether or not he loyed Stella, bat she yns 
certakk he was sorely altered to hersel£ A pain- 
M eonstraint had grown up between them: she 
had scarcely exchanged a word with him since 
the day he had told her that Stella was going 
t^ England. She must and would come to some 
fiirther explanation with him. Why could she 
not have waited a few days longer? What 
impelled her to seek to obtain by a sort of fixrce 
that Gonfdence which he so sedulously aydded? 
How often she ad^ed herself those two questiona 
in after years I 

When she set off down the hill to meet him 
on Ins return from Kingston, whith^ he now 
wesQt daily, she had not decided on what she was 
goii^ to ask or say : all she knew was, that she 
woald put it out of his power to ^bojoi her this 
time. 

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon, at 
the hour when the negroes bring in grass for the 
catde, that Olympia crossed the moat. She 
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thea recoKinoitred, tllroiigh a small pocket tele- 
sc(qpe> the road leading by the graj roek to 
the river course. It had but one bend to 
preyent her sweeping its whole length with the 
glass. 

A group of persons were at the further ex- 
tremity, but she saw the j were all Uacks. She 
aountered on very slowly^ willing to keep within 
sight of the house. As the men she had descried 
came on, Olympia cast an upward glance at the 
terrace, and distinctly saw Stella's figure standing 
clearly out against the sky. She beUeved that 
Stella^ could see her; but, in fact, her small per- 
son was lost amid the maze of the luxuriant 
yegetatian overhanging the path. 

The . TCHces of the approaching negroes ^ew 
aadiUe, and the words of the song they were 
flixigiog. Olympia turned hastily back towards, 
^ver Hill, fcnr she perceived that the men were 
drank, and she fancied she distinguished Maurice'a 
voiee from among^ the. others^ and for this man 
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she had a perfect horror : he had nunre than <»ice 
favoured her with lo(^ of insolent admiraticm, 
and offered her personal assistance in a way that 
she loathed. He had discovered that she had 
re&ained from any complaint of him^ and it had 
lately taxed her pmdence to keep out of his way. 
Ever since Mr. Joddrell's tragical fite^ Olympia 
had more than ever decided on silence as to his 
behaviour. 

In spite of her haste^ the men overtook her, 
and they passed her quietly enough, slipping off 
the narrow path, holding by withes and bamboos 
to steady themselves. But these were only two, 
and she was positive she had seen three. The 
distant sound, of the trot of a horse made her 
turn once more to see if Louis was in sight. She 
thought there was no danger now, so she retraced 
her steps with decision. She had reached the 
gray rock, when her fiirther progress was sud^ 
denly barred by Maurice, wha balanced him- 
self so as to prevent any possibility of her 
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being able to pass on one side of him or the 
other* 

** 1 11 trouble you to stand out of my way,** said 
Olympia^ with great courage. 

But Maurice was royally drunk^ which means 
he had forgotten his station altogether^ and 
thought himself a match for any white lady in 
the land. 

" Hi I Massa Grautier grand housekeeper — ^how 
ye do, marm ? bery glad to see you, marm — ^me 
lub you wid all my 'art, marm,** and Maurice 
seized hold of Olympia's arm. 

The white woman, strong in the idea of her 
superior race, instead of screaming, twisted herself 
briskly round, wrenching herself from the slave's 
grasp, dealing him, with her small, delicate hand, 
a blow across the mouth. Maurice, too drunk 
to understand well what he was doing, closed 
upon her, and they were wrestling in deadly con- 
flict, and she must have shared the fate of a 
sparrow in the clutch of a hawk, but for the 
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mtoxicatioiL o£ hier opponent, wlien Loaii luim 
up to them. Her supple figure was writhing iii 
heat enemy's grasp^ but she was stUl de&nding 
herself bravely, dealiiig a dose rain of ca& 
abooi the eyes of the Sambo^ which half blindBd 

In the twinkling of an eye» Louis had jumped 
firom his saddle^ collared Maurice^ and thrown 
him heavily on the ground. Every bone in 
the man's' body rattled, but not a wocd did ha 
i:^t^. Louis took the bridle of his horse, and led 
the snorting, terrified animal past the pvostrala 
body. 

Are you hurt?'* he asked oi Olympia. 
'Sq ; odIj flurried." 

" Sit down on the bank for a minute er twe* 
Tokor hand is bleeding — don't talk now ; you shall 
tell me all by and by." 

He tied his handkerchirf round her lacerated 
fingers^ Med her inta huk saddle^ and led Kaled 
quietly home. 



i( 
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" The man lias never stirred," whispered Olym- 
pia, looking back. 

** Probably he will sleep off his drmiken fit 
there/' replied Louis: '^he is as safe there as 
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CHAPTER XL. 



OVER THE EDGE. 



Lotus had thoroughly lost his usual self-posses- 
sion ; he was excited by the fact itself of having 
put forth his bodily strength -a power which 
all • men of women bom, abuse with a sort of 
rapture. In this case, there was every excuse 
for Gautier's violence. He saw a woman, and 
a dear friend into the bargain, struggling in the 
grasp of a drunken man ; and worse still, as his 
prejudices of caste made him feel, the grasp of 
an ignoble slave. Li the whole scene there was 
what was peculiarly calculated to excite disgust 
as well as rage in him. No wonder he walked 
by the prostrate Maurice, saying, " Wait till to- 
morrow, you villain." 
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Olympia remained silent, though she felt a 
qualm at leaving tlie motionless figure unex- 
amined, 

** I shall take you round by the stables," said 
Louis. " I do not want the Maman to be dis- 
turbed and alarmed, or she will get no sleep 
to-night. Poor Maman I" he went on, ^^she is 
grown very old lately." 

They found Stella on the terrace, where Olym- 
pia had seen her from the road below. It was 
the first time since she had promised to go to 
England that she had come to meet Louis on his 
return from Kingston. 

" I have been alarmed," she said ; " I thought 
I saw you fall from your horse," looking anxiously 
at Louis. " YiThat has happened ?" 

^^ Your sage cousin has put himself in a passion," 
— ^he tried to speak lightly — ^^^and — that is the 
greatest evil that has occurred, except that poor 
Olympia has hurt her hand a little." There was 
something so forced in Mr. Gautier's indifference. 
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thsrt; its unreality was at once felt by Stella. 

^Ton had better bave your fingers dressed as 

soon as possible," went on Louis to Olympia. 

They all three walked towards lihe house. 
€%mpia went up the steps: it seemed to her 

as if all will of her own had left her. Louis 
lingered, and Stella said to herself, '^ He wishes 
to tell me that the hour is come,'' and she re- 
mained by his side. 

** How sweet the air is,** he began ; *^ will you 
take a turn on the terrace with me 7^" and he took 
off his hat to let the breeze blow throu^ his 
hair. Deep natures are like deep waters : strong 
must be the impulse which moves them, but once 
stirred it is alike long and difficult to either to 
find again their level. Louis wanted soothing, 
and he instinctively turned to the quarter from 
which soothing would best come to him. 

Stella, striving to hold fast her courage, avoided 
looking at him ; she fixed her €yes on the sky. 
The «m had sasaok below the diitoot mountains 
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fermed die horizon of Sflver HiH, but 
his place was still marked by the golden U^it 
^booting up into some floating purple clouds. 

Women^ it is said^ are always more self-possessed 
in certain difficult circumstances than men: at 
all events, it was Stella who now broke the 
ssuCiice* 

Pointing to the chain of mountains, she said, 
**They remind me of the Jura, as we used to 
iBee &em from our windows at Evian.** 

Louis's eyes followed the direction of her finger 
wM«nit bis bringmg Iris mind either to the 
actual scene before him, or the one his compani<m 
alluded to. 

"Poor grandmamma! Do you know, cousin 
Lams, I have often thought lately that God 
took her away from this world in mercy.*^ 

•* Perhaps. Who knfows?*' muttered Louis. 
** Lffc is one great mystery, and Death another.*' 

** Cousin Louis, I wish ^ and Stella heri- 
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"What do you wish? You are not afraid to 
speak to me, are you?'' 

" Oh, cousin Louis ! if you would feel that 
the good God is always watching over you, and 
all of us, I do think it would make you happier, 
and — and it would be such a comfort to me to 
know that you believe so, when I am far away 
from here." 

^^My good little friend, I do believe most 
thoroughly in a beneficent God; but consider, 
could the world go on as it does if God really 
interfered with our dafly concerns, as an earthly 
Father would do, preventing us from committing 
excesses, and guarding us from evil wiles ? " 

*^ No &ther can keep his son from doing wrong 
— none ever did, cousin Louis; but the Father 
consoles and encourages the son, when he comes 
and confides his sorrows to him. Very often, 
cousin, when I have been very, very unhappy, I 
have said^ ' Though all the world may misunder- 
stand me, God does not,' because He sees quite 
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into my heart, and knows all my very most 
hidden motives^ and that is mcli a stay in 
sorrow I " 

Ho\^ was it that her Voice stirred hiiS recollec- 
tions of long ago? It was as if he had been 
listening to some once familiar music. How his 
boyhood started out from the past ! what a strange 
melee followed of persons, places, and feelings I 
An agonizing, suffocating emotion seized Loois 
by the throat, choking back his words. People 
don't weep in such moments : their hearts bleed. 
He wanted to say, " God bless you, Stella : " well, 
he did not — ^he could not. 

She suddenly took his hand. " Cousin Louis, 

don't be afraid, I will be Your little friend 

will be brave. When am I to go ? " 

'' The VectU is to sail on the 24th." 

" The day before Christmas. Just three more 
days here, cousin Louis. I have been so happy," 
and she gave a long look at all round her, ^' and 
you have been so good, so very good to me." 

VOL. m. H 
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" Don't say that, for God's sake, Stella." 
'^Tes, I want you to think of that when I 
am gone, and that I am quite contented, quite — 
quite." A little sob. *' I am going to the 
Maman," and she ran up the steps. 

Louis would have asked for one instant more, 
he had so much to explain ; but she was gone. 
Why had she so cruelly heaped coals of fire 
on his head ? Ah I poor little soul, she meant 
to comfort him ; she was brave, for he coidd see 
her heart break in her sweet, pale, quivering face. 
He had been so good to her I How he laughed — 
no sob was ever more dreary. And now he might 
do as he liked with himself: he had proved 
his free will — ^he had seen the last of his good 
spirit — his guardian angel. Farewell I Fare^ 
well! 



Till a late hour that night, Stella was engaged 
in carefully packing into her desk what were 
the most prized of her possessions, trifles to be 
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swept away by any one else. An envelope con- 
taining the remains of a white rose Louis had 
once bronght np fix>m the Botanical Grarden for 
her— indeed^ there were the petals of every flower 
he had ever by chance given her; one of his 
broken watch-guards, which she had kept, when 
slie gave him another of her own making ; and 
a very poor sketch in water-colours, copied fironi 
the picture in pretty Auntie's study. All these 
things marked certain white days in her life; 
and as she 'placed them in her desk, her heart 
was ready to break for cousin Louis. She 
thought over, nay she divined much that he 
had to endure in his life. So superior as he 
was, so mdike every one rotmd him, and yet 
condemned to drag on the same life that was 
distasteftd to the commonest white man in the 
island. 

**What one must bear, one does bear,** said 
Stella to herself, her valiant spirit no longer 
able to fight away her tears. "Poor MamanI 

H 2 




100 COUSIN STELLA. 

she will miss me — she will miss her daugh- 
ter." 

Of 01 jmpia, she did her best not to think. 

Once in bed, she made a rigid calcnlation 
of how many hours she had yet to remain at 
Silver HilL Sixty hours : to her who had given 
it up as a home, this sum seemed like wealth. 
And after that? People do live through terrible 
sorrows, so I suppose I shall; yes, I shall su£Fer, 
but he thinks well of me, he approves of me, 
he won't forget me ! How many agonized hearts 
that hope and belief have helped to strengthen ! 

The next morning, just as Stella was dressed, 
Olympia came into her room. 

*' Maurice is dead!" she exclaimed: *'he was 
found dead on the very spot where we left 
him." 

**But it was not my cousin's fault," cried 
Stella, running into the sitting-room. 

Louis is writing at his mother's table; the 
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•Maman is on his right, the fingers of her two 
hands interlocked^ and her eyes . fastened on the 
ground; her aspect that of one crushed by a 
blow, 

"Cousin Louis^ no one can blame you," went 
on Stella^ grasping at his hand, which, in her 
intense sympathy, she kept pressing to her 
heart 

" As far as it was certainly not my intention 
to injure him, you may say it was not my 
fault. Do not be so alarmed. It can be con- 
sidered but a painful mischance.'' 

" Let your cousin finish his letter, Stella, 
before you ask any more questions. Do not 
prevent his having the benefit of being the first 
to require an inquest" 

This was said by Olympia in such a tone of 
reproachful irritation, that Stella hastily drew 
back fi*om Mr. Gautier's side. 

" A few minutes more or less will make no 
difference," said Louis. " Old Sally was off by 
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four o'clock this momiiigy to give infomiatioii and 
laj a compUdnt against me, before Mr. Smythe." 

^^How did she know you had anything to 
do with it?" asked Olympia. 

^Toa forget the two men who passed you 
just before you met Maurice; for anything we 
know they may have witnessed the whole scene." 

*^Then they saw Maurice's assault; at all 
events, their testimony is worth nothing." 

^^I don't know that, but I am glad I have 
the testimony of my own conscience, that the 
man's death was through an accident, and not 
by any voluntary act of mine. Nev^rthdess, 
I am afraid an ugly business will be made of 
it: it will too well serve the purpose of those 
tampering with the negroes." 

Mr. Grautier then finished and sealed his letter 
to the corcmer of the district, a certain old officer, 
a Colonel Bagshot 

^^My good, kind friends," said Louis, as he 
was quitting the house, to give directions to the 
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man he was sending to the coroner, '^keep 
your minds as tranquil as you can. Any ex- 
hibition of extravagant fear would hurt my 
cause; and Olympia's testimony is all that is 
necessary to exonerate me of any criminal inr 
tuition.'' 

" Can I do anything for you, cousin Louis ? ** 
asked Stella. 

'^Perhaps you will kindly accompany Olym- 
pia when she has to give her deposition. I wish 
to God I could spare either or both of you so 
painful a scene, but the one will support the 
other." 

Louis was at the door when Mrs, Grautier 
called to him — 

'^ My dear, you have had no break&st" 

^' Poor Maman I " he exclaimed ; ^^ how patiently 
you have been listening to us all, and never 
interfering even by a word!" Louis, scarcely 
less than the rest of the world, was apt occasion- 
ally to overlook, nay, to undervalue the gentb 



104 COUSIN STELLA. 

and pious. We enjoy their happy influence in our 
homes too often without gratitude or acknowledg- 
ment. 

The coroner and jury could not be hoped for, at 
soonest, before a couple of hours after noon, and it 
was now but a little after eight o'clock : nearly 
Tialf a day to wait. 

Mr.* Gautier left the house after breakfast, and 
did not return, though there was no work going on 
in the field. The Maman had her orders to give ; 
for being punctiliously hospitable, a second break- 
fast, or lunch, was to be provided for the persons 
coming to hold the inquest. 

" Are you going away, Olympia ? ^ asked Stella. 
** I meant to beg you to tell me what occurred 
between you and Maurice. My cousin said 
nothing to me last evening of how you had hurt 
your hand." 

" Maurice was excessively tipsy, and was first 
insolent to me, and then used personal violence to 
prevent my passing. Gautier found him wrest- 
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ling vrith me^ and knocked him down. Now I am 
anxious to be alone^ to collect my thonghts. 
With yonr strength and high spirits^ you are 
no judge of what a nervous person suffers at 
the idea of being questioned by a parcel of 
strangers." 

Strange, but perfectly true, the moment she 
was left by herself, without any process of in- 
ferences> deductions, or demonstrations, Stella 
immediately and intuitively jumped to the con- 
clusion that Mr. Smythe was Olympia's husband. 
No sooner had she come to this decision, than 
reasons crowded up in its favour. She remem- 
bered his having said she was like some one he 
had known ; the disgust and aversion in his face 
at her saying she could dance a story to music. 
She remembered Lady Almeria's joking him 
about a dancer, and his wish to avoid the recog- 
nition of her ladyship, Olympiawas a dancer, 
Olympia was separated from her husband, there 
was a likeness in herself to Olympia, And the 
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late scene in the mango grove between Olympia 
and herself? Could there be a doubt? She 
walked fast through the piazza, literally giddy 
with the thoughts that rose one after the other. 
What might not be the consequence of such a 
discovery? Would not Olympia have to go 
away? And then came a suffocating, blinding 
hope that she herself p^haps might not have 
to leave Silver Hill. With all her trust and 
confidence in cousin Louis, Stella had an idea 
.that it was Olympia who was driving her forth 
from her Eden ; but at this dangerous point her 
ruminations were interrupted by a succession of 
growls. ^^ What can have brought Felicity from 
the kitchen ? " wondered Stella, as she listened to 
the following monologue. 

^^Ohl Loramassy, my goodness gracious me I 
my ole bone dey soroj my skin sore, whateber 
de use 'case you be in trouble^ you faring trouble 
to oder people, hearie you, Massa Louis, I speak 
to you, h-m-m ? You no hold yer ugly head up 
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to vex a body in der straits; tak dat, know 
better 'noder time ! " and Felicity knocked down 
the table napkin that had reftised to take the 
shape of a mitre. *^ Cluck, cluck," went the 
old body's tongue, ** me ask you now, worra ye 
no bear yer own trouble widout a boddering me ; 
yet shoulder big nuflf, big, like dia ovbs tray. 
Ton too, yoa divil I " as the tray fell with a crash, 
"ebery ting turned topside down in dis worl- 
de young die, de ole dey live." 

^ I thought you loved your master. Feli- 
city ? " said Stella, now addressing the irate old 
w(mian. ^ 

Beg pardon, marm, me no hearie weU." 
I thought you loved your master ? " repeated 
the young lady. 

"Felicity, no hab master, marm, 'xcept,** with 
a curtsey, ** Garamighty Fader in Heben.'' 

** I remember now,** said Stella, *^you belonged 
to the Maman, and she made you free.'' 

^^ De law and me ownself set me free, marm. 
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I hab six cliilren living, marm, an dat make me 
free, like." 

" Have you heard anything about poor Mau- 
rice?" 

''Me no hearie much, marm; dis no time to 
hearie much. I hearie dat Maurice hit stone — 
and stone IdU him, hm-m. Some say Missy 
'Lympia de deat of de sambo, me no sabey; 
pretty 'ooman. Miss 'Lympia, but me see ebil 
in her eye de fust day she comed up 'ere. Hi ! 
Massa Louis his eye eat her up ; she move about 
like fedder in the air. You raal 'ansome garl, 
like palm-tree. Miss Stella, but Miss 'Lympia 
she small and purty, hi ! " and Felicity smacked 
her lips. ''Hi, young lady, worra you go way, 
'case why, eh?" and the withered face peered 
significantly into Stella's eyes. , 

" Because I wish to go back to England, Feli- 
. city," replied Stella, calmly. 

Bery well, marm, me no hab nothing to say 
.against it; me glad it no Miss^Lympia get you 
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sent away^ dat's all ; me allays say, Miss Stella 

hab: too mach sperrit for act like one poor 

slave." 

To change this dangerous subject, Stella 
asked — 

** Was there ever an inquest here before. 
Felicity?" 

" I tink so indeed," replied Felicity, indignantly 
stopping short in her work, and placing her arms 
akimbo. " I tink so indeed. Dere was fust ole 
Massa — ^he come 'ome dead on ironing board, like 
Maurice, dey say : he died someways no one can 
teU. Berry well, dat No. 1. Den Busha, he 
allays mortial drunk, he drop in de field, dat 
No. 2. Den dat Dennison, dat Missy 'Lympia 
she get flog, 'case no find de cofiee bag — 'case 
it stay in Kingston store for get sugar dat no 
tree." 

That will do. Felicity." 
Oh ! berry well, you see I'se 'sperience dese 
matters. Miss Stella, dem' quests nothing at alL 
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Bnckras come, cock dem eye at de coppse, Massa 
doctor tickle him ynd de littel finger. Jidge and 
jury say, Garamighty him do it. No need be 
'firaid. Miss Stella. Massa Lonis no do noting. 
Maurice hit stone and stone kill him : quite right, 
when he sich big fool.*' 

" I think you are a wicked old woman," ex- 
claimed Stella. ''I wonder you show so little 
feeling fi)r the family who have always treated 
you so kindly." 

''Hi, me missus, we all wicked vessels," and 
Felicity gave a sigh more like a groan. 

The sound of the ring of horses' feet on the 
rocky path, made Stella run into the piazza. 
Felicity waddling after her. 

"Who is that?" asked the young lady as the 
first rider came up to the door. 

'' Dat Colonel Bagshot, he hab place call 
Besom." Felicity meant Bergen-op-zoom. ** Dat 
next one," with an accent of infinite contempt, 
*' dat Busha from Rocky VaHey, and dat, an dat. 
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dem ebery one Bushas ; dat de doctor. Hi — dis 
one, raal gran genelman, fine man ; me 'prove him 
now, me young garl ; he de friend of de pore black 
man." 

*' Hi, young missus, dat person kiss the ground 
imder young lady's feet: me sees him de oder 
day, hat in his hand, so sweet like. Mr. Smit, 
he de man for my money; he come from good 
King Billy." 

Felicity had described the coroner and jury 
very correctly. Of proprietors, there was but 
Colonel Bagshot; the owners of all the other 
neighbouring properties were absentees, their 
overseers came in their stead. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

COMB AT LAST. 

When all was once quiet in the house^ Stella 
ventured out of her hiding-place to seek Mrs. 
Gautier. The Maman is in her usual seat, with 
the large Bible open before her. She beckons 
Stella to her side, points with her finger to a 
verse, but Stella shakes her head. 

^^I cannot see, Maman," and crouches down 
by Mrs. Gautier's side. The poor girl's heart is 
full of fear : the first excitement is over, and she 
is now picturing to herself Louis standing by 
the side of dead Maurice; and the horrible 
stories she had read of the corpse bleeding when 
touched by the murderer, fix themselves in her 
brain and whisper there. But how cruel of her 
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to think of murder. How long will it last? 
What can they have to say, when the case is so 
clear? 

There is a step on the terrace : she knows that 
foot which takes so firm a hold of mother earth. 
Louis is before her. 

" Do not be alarmed, Stella ; there is no cause 
to be so, dear Maman; but where is Olympia? 
She must be so good as to give her evidence." 

"Olympia, why don't you come?" screamed 
Stella, stamping impatiently, 

Olympia opened her door. Stella seized her 
by the arm, but Olympia, instead of coming 
forward, dragged Stella into her room. "Oh, 
Stella, help me ! I cannot face my enemy before 
all those rude, vulgar men ; and Gaiutier — ^he will 
hate and despise me." 

"Then Mr. Smythe is your husband I" ex- 
claimed Stella. 

"Who told you? But never mind now. 
Keep me from him, Stella! Do something for 

VOL. m. I 



114 COUSIN STBIiLA. 

me! , I cannot — I cannot meet him^ and Louis 
looking on." 

*^But you must! — you shall 1" cried Stella, 
recoyering all her recoUectioa at the sound of 
iKUiis's name. Are you going to put a man's 
life in danger^ because you are afraid of evil to 
yourself? If you do not go, I will; and 111 tell 
the reason why you refuse to come, and Louis 
will despise you. Is that your affection — fearing 
only for yourself? " 

*^ You are very heroic at my expense, Stella." 

^^ I do not mind in the least what you saj or 
think of me," said Stella ; " but you must go." 

*^ There is only slaves' evidence — there is no 
dai^er for Gautier." 

^But he must be cleared of all blame: you 
shall not allow a doubt to overshadow his charac- 
ter. Go I " went on the inexorable Stella, ^ and 
I will never tell Louis how you have hesitated : 
you shall have all the credit of the sacrifice," 
she added bitterly. 
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** Send Gautier away : I will go by myself." 

'^Toa are not intending to make your es- 
cape?" 

" Of what avail ? Ton know my secret The 
wounded deer is tracked to its covert" 

Stella left her for an instant. " My cousin is 
gme/^ she said^ returning. ^^ I will accompany 
you ; and neither Mr. Smythe nor any one else 
shall come near you while I am there." 

Olympia threw a black lace veil over her 
head, and accepted the support of Stella's arm, 
who quite forgot that she was walking through 
the sun bareheaded. 

SteUa had no sooner secured the advantage 
for Louis, then her heart began to quake for 
Olympia. The one was not more trembling than 
the other as they entered the large room of the 
sick house. Negroes crowded it to suffocation, 
for Mr. Gautier had expressly given permission 
for all the property hands to be present who 
chose to be sow 

I 2 
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Olympia took the chair Lords offered to her ; 
Stella reftised to sit : she stood behind Olympia's 
chair^ her hands resting on the back, in the uncon- 
scious attitude of a guardian angel. Once again 
Louis recognised her resemblance to Raffiiele's 
archangel in the Louvre. 

Curiosity attracted every glance first to Olym- 
pia: none of the white men assembled there, 
excepting Dr. M*Neil, had ever done more than 
catch a passing glimpse of her. Mrs. or Miss 
Olympia was an unsolved problem in the neigh- 
bourhood. A child is not more eager after a 
secret than a man. A lady with only a Christian 
name was a mine for conjectures. She must show 
her face now, and speak out 

But while all were inquisitive about Olympia, 
there was not one present whose better nature 
did not bow down in respect before the young 
girl Stella, whose beauty was so manifestly the 
incarnation of a pure heart. 

You may perchance, reader, have remarked 
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the sobriety the entrance of a modest young 
girl will produce in any assembly of persons. 
It does not require beauty to effect this — ^it is 
the real virginal nature, unscathed by evil 
passions, that excites a feeling of almost rever- 
ence. It is a something different from the vene- 
ration we feel for tried virtue in matronhood. 
To a wife or mother, cognisant of all the little- 
nesses of humanity, the sinner can humble him- 
self, without feeling an impassable gulf between 
them : not so with an innocent girL Words are 
involuntarily chastened before her, wit repressed, 
allusions avoided : in her form, the ideal of purity 
is worshipped, and this without the witchcraft of 
classical outlines. 

It had been seldom, or in forgotten days, that 
any of these men had come into the presence of 
a creature like Stella. Those loud, cruel, un- 
educated^ sensual men lowered their eyes and 
voices with involuntary humility. Thank God ! 
none of mankind are so hardened that, for a time 
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at leasts they do not feel an enthnsiasm for tiie 
representation of what is good. 

Surely those twelve persons there assembled 
were odd specimens of the creation. Men^ the 
porple of whose fiices^ their misty eyes and 
sodden features^ fonnd an explanation in the long 
tenpenny nail hanging as a badge at their button- 
hole ; that naU measuring the depth of the rum in 
each tumbler^ drained many tuned a day. Men 
who could not sign their names until one or two 
such draughts had been swallowed. Others, lean, 
yellow, with red-rimmed, sunken eyes, above their 
leathery lantern jaws: these were the crudest; 

the men striving to make money, honestly if they 
could, but money at any rate. One or two late 
importations of book-keepers there were, like Mr. 
Boggis, with the freshness of home still on heart 
and face, and lastly two as fine types of manhood, 
in Stapylton Smythe and Louis Gautier, as the 
world could show. 

Every one of them, from the highest to the 
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lowest^ felt tliemselves kept in check by that 
beantifril gurl ; her eyes sofoll of diyinepitj as tliey 
travelled earnestly from one face to the other^ 
foil of sympathy as well as pity when they met 
Lonis's glance. 

The irreverent and careless tone of the investi- 
gation was dismissed^ and^ '^ Tear name^ Madam?'' 
asked the Coroner^ addressing Olympia. 

She put aside her veil, showed her waxen white 
fiice, still very lovely, and pronounced quietly, 
" Nena Smith, bom Perez.'* 

Mr. Smythe started to his feet as she removed 
her veil, and in that instant Louis comprehended 
that he saw Olympia's husband. What a rush 
of conflicting, conftised feelings overwhelmed 
him. 

The fatal precipitation of his own resolves, the 
entanglement in which he was wrapped, the deceit, 
if not treachery, of one on whom he for so many 
years had leant in trusting friendship— one thought 
coursed after the other, like wave on wave. 
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bruising and stunning his heart. He felt ready> 
nay, burning with desire, to take vengeance on 
himself. 

When he recovered some portion of self-posses- 
sion, Olympia had just finished her deposition, 
and Mr. Smythe, in right of his claims as 
slave-protector, was plying her with a volley 
of subtle and searching questions. The jurors 
one and all guessed that something of more 
thrilling interest dictated this bitter cross-exami- 
nation than desire for elucidation as to a slave's 
death. 

Olympiads eyes met those of Mr. Smythe firmly : 

they seemed, as she looked, to grow to a point and 

i 

; pierce him, as a sharp weapon might have done. 
He winced. Mr. Smythe was not so clear of con- 
science that he dared to run to bay that irritated 
woman. 

Colonel Bagshot (the Coroner) at length inter- 
fered, and said it was clear as a pike-staff, no other 
conclusion could be come to, than that the unlucky 
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Maurice had met his death by what the law 
called misadventure. 

Mr. Smythe begged to remind the Coroner 
^^ that dead men told no tales^'^ 
' *^ A very un&ir remark," replied the Coroner 
*Mbr it conveys an insinuation of the truth of ' 
what both the Avitness and Mr. Gautier have said, 
for any doubt of which there is not the least proof." j 

Mr. Smythe said it was not likely that there 
had been any conduct on the part of the deceased 
to justify Mr. Gautier's violence, and he repeated 
again that it was well that dead men could tell no 
tales. " I apply for the inquiry to be adjourned, 
though I am sorry to disturb the touching 
unanimity of coroner and jury as to the cause 
of the death of this poor black." 

*^A man and a brother," interpolates, in an 
ironical tone, one of the yellowest, thinnest men 
in a white suit. 

" Mr. Gautier is aware," went on Mr. Smythe, 
^^ that I am under great obligations to him ; there- 
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fore he will not mistake my motiyes for pressing 
for an adjournment of this inqniiy. I warn Mr. 
Gautier that I shall endeavour to haye the matter 
taken up by higher authority than that of the 
corona of the district." 

** Hear, hear I" cri€d two or three voices, jocu- 
larly. 

** Better days, good days " resumed Mr. 
Smythe. 

** Wish we could see th^n," cried out one of 
the jurors. 

"Better days," he proudly affirmed, "were at 
hand, when the abnormal protection now pro- 
vided for one class of his Majesty's subjects would 
not be required : he alluded to his own office as 
slave protector." 

*^ We don't recognise you or your office," cried 
several voices. 

" Yes, a good time was at hand," went on Mr. 
Smythe, " when the black would receive his rights, 
and be deckred equal in the eyes of the law. 
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as he was in those of the Creator^ to the white. 
Listen, my black friends,** taming to the negroes ; 
^ I am ready at all times to give 3^011 the benefit 
of my advice. Remember, yottr hoars of labonr 
are limited, and measares are being taken for 
year emancipation by the good King of England 
and his ministers.*' 

^ Garamighty bless King Billy and Massa Smit 
to eberlasting glory," shooted the blacks, under- 
standing of the harangue only this, that it was 
in their favour. 

The Coroner twirled his thumbs as he listened 
to the oration of the fine gentleman. 

"Be quiet, you black idiots!" he cried, "and 
be off out of this, every man jack of you, and 
women too, hearee I" When the room was cleared, 
the angry old man said to Mr. Smythe, " Thank 
you, sir, for your word in season. Grentlemen, 
I propose a vote of thanks to this worthy stranger, 
who has picked up an appointment dropped from the 
moon ; for no one on earth knows what a ' Slave 
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Protector ' is 1 " Then passing from liis attempt at 
sarcasm to the broad reality of passion^ *^ I look on 
yon, sir, by G — I do, as a pestilent incendiary; and 
by G — if we have an insurrection, as I devoutly 
believe we shall, I'll shoot you, sir, as I would 
a mad dog. It's not the blacks that will plan an 
outbreak; so I warn you, I shoot a ringleader, 
black, white, or brown, and be d — -d to slave 
protection. Jamaica is a morass, gentlemen, and 
we are floundering in it, and very soon the quick- 
sands below will be above our heads." 

Here one of the wisest of the jury whispered 
to the Coroner, who, wiping the angry moisture 
from his brow, exclaimed — 

*^ Verdict ! Why where's there any room for 
doubt?" 

Mr. Smytlie said — 

" Allow me to claim your patient attention for 
a minute. Colonel Bagshot. As for your threats 
of personal violence, they are beneath my notice. 
Whatever your verdict, I shall not alter my in- 
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tentlons a tittle. I apply again for an adjourn- 
ment." 

" Can't see any grounds for assent^ sir. If you 
can discover anything, do ; no one prevents your 
going to Old Nick to ask. I don't care a Scotch 
boddle for you, or your protestations, or applica- 
tions. In all countries, among Turks or Anthro- 
pophagi, a man has a Ucence to defend himself, 
without mentioning a helpless woman. I'd like 
to see the nigger that would raise his finger to 
me ; I'd crack his head as I would a cocoa-nut — 
the thing it's likest, by jingo ! — and any man's 
afterwards, who dared to say I hadn't ought to. 
Verdict!" he repeated; " weU, gentlemen, I sup- 
pose we are agreed : if we ain't, say so. What 
do you call this transaction?" 

The foreman of the jury said, " They all were 
of opinion that it was what the Coroner had styled 
it — a misadventure." 

"You hear, Mr. Gautier, our inquiry has 
terminated : the transaction is a misadventure, in 
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80 £eu: as you have lost a alaye^ but the isLand is 
a gainer^ in that it has a rogue and incendiary the 
less. My respects to your good mother. Ladies^ 
your obedient, humble servant^'' and with a bend 
of the body^ the pale reflection of what had been 
his best bow when a young man^ Colonel Ba^hot» 
dragging at his braces^ waistcoat he had none, 
was slipping heavily by Olympia, wh^i Mr. 
Gautier said — 

^^ One word^ Colonel Bagabot, before we part 
I am obliged to you and the jurors for the con- 
fidence you have shown in my word* Mr. Smythe 
has^ however, made too grave a protest against 
your verdict for me to let the inquiry end here. 
The Custos is absent in Kingston ; I shall there- 
fore ride down this very evening, and oflFer to 
surrender myself to undergo any further Ixial or 
examination, that can satisfy the most intolerant 
suspicions." 

'* Lord, my dear sir, what's the use ?" exclaimed 

the Colonel, '^and who the deuce is going to 
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relieve yoa would willingly kill a fine slave? 
Preposterous I I wouldn't believe it^ if dead men 
did tell tales. Don't you do it, Gautier — ^it's a 
bad precedent. Let's see you soon at Bergen- 
op-£Oom.'' 

Olympia all this time, and while the jury 
were taking their departure, had sat as still as 
a statue. Stella longed to leave that dreadful 
room, to go to the Maman, but she had no 
courage to move. 

When only Olympia, Stella, Mr. Smythe, 
and himself, were left, Louis went up to 
his cousin, and pronounced the monosyllable, 
Gol" 

She looked round, and saw Mr. Smythe watch- 
ing them. 

^^ Cousin, you ought to go at once to the 
Maman*" 

"Go,SteUar' 

^' Let her stay if she chooses," said Olympia, 
breaking her silence; ^^let her be an impartial 
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witness of what must take place^ I suppose. Mr. 
Smithy have you anything to say to me ?" 

" To ask forgiveness for my unpardonable in- 
trusion^ and to withdraw, would doubtless be my 
duty," he answered, re-seating himself, and scruti- 
nizing her with curiosity. **Ten years, the 
length of the siege of Troy, must have no doubt 
given you a hope of impunity for the rest of 
your life. Be satisfied : I have no wish to disturb 
your happiness, nor probably have you any 
design on my liberty. We might give the 
readers of newspapers the enjoyment of a scan- 
dalous story, but that would.be a certain evil 
against an uncertain good. On the whole, I 
had better let . you wander about the world, 
calling yourself Helen or Diana, or any other 
appellation you think appropriate." 

"You are a bad-hearted man," flashed out 
Stella, " to take such a cruel advantage of your 
position." 

"Those are hard words in the mouth of an 
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6ld friend^ Miss JoddreU," sneered Mr. Smythe. 
** Allow me to observe, in my turn, that- 
you take advantage of your position as a 
woman." 

Mr. Gautier bade Stella go, with a look and 
a gesture which admitted of no further objection. 
She took Olympia's arm, and they passed out 
of the sick house first, the two gentlemen fol- 
lowing. 

Louis had needed all his self-control, to keep 
him firom giving way to the leaven of resentment, 
which was fermenting within him, at the part 
played by Mr. Smythe in regard to himself 
and especially at his coarseness to Olympia. 
He had felt the whole time, that under the 
present circumstances, he would not be justified 
in realizing the threat, of which he had once 
made Stella the confidante, viz., that if ever he 
and Olympiads husband met, it would be in deadly 
struggle. But if morally handcuffed, in so far 
as Olympia was concerned, it was otherwise 

TOL.IIL K 
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^ regarded hia cousin and wanL He was 
free*— najj in duty bounds so passion prompted — 
to resent the taunt implied in Mr. Smythe's last 
words to her. So he said, lowering his voice, 
'^I wish you to understai* sir, that there is 
i}ot <me of the words which you could not recent 
as coming from a woman^ that I do not endorse—* 
I, a man.'' 

" Do you indeed ! " observed Mr* Smythe, with 
a diabolically provoking smile. 

^^ Yes, all and each of them. To-morrow, I 
shall be occupied in town with this budness. 
Once that is arranged^ I shall be to be found^ 
either there or here." 

*^I wish you well through your occupations,'^ 
retorted Mr. Smythe, his &ce livid with anger 
and hatred: there was something unnatural in 
the sight, for his features were not made to 
express strong passk)n& '^It is not my inten- 
tion to make any demand on your time. It 
is part and parcel of my phik>so])hy^ not to 
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think any woman worth the risk of a^ maa^s 
life." 

They had just reached the npward turn of 
the path to the house, as he spoke these words. 
Olympia suddenly confronted him, saying, *' Mr. 
Smith, our road and yours do not lie fiirther 
in the same direction." 

**Tou are both kind and candid. Have you 
nothing further to say?" 

'^Nothing." 

" I suppose I am not to know, or inquire, as 
to what life you mean to lead in fiiture ? " 

** The ftiture is neither yours nor mine." 

<* Very true, if not novel. Then farewell I 
Allow that I am most accommodating. And now 
as to your kind hints, Mr. Gautier, all I can 

say is, that I have noted them, and iq our 

next merry meeting." 

There was both irony and bravado in the 
emphasis laid on these last words. Mr. Smythe 
turned an his heel^ and left them. They could 

X 2 
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hear him whistling, what Mr. Gautier and Olym- 
pia recognised as Macheath's air^ 

•* How ha^py could I be with either. 
Were t'other dear charmer away." 

Louis neither spoke to his two companions, 
nor looked at them, as they pursued their way ; 
but Stella, for [the first and last time, saw his 
face sufiused by a deep red flush, like that of 
one determined to bear mortal agony without 
uttering one groan. Let that human being who 
has never experienced the cruel pang of the 
break-down of his confidence in a trusted friend, 
be very thankful for the mercy ; it is an anguish 
past words. 

Mrs. Gautier was seated where Stella had 
left her. The Bible indeed was open before 
her, but her eyes were cast down, her hands 
clasped in her usual attitude of passive resig- 
nation. It seemed as if she could not be roused 
to any active sign of distress. She waited like 
one schooled in sufiering. 

*'The verdict was * Death by misadventure/ 
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mother," said Louia. *^ However, I must go to 
Kingston this evening, about the matter. Our 
new neighbour, Mr. Smythe, in his character 
of slave protector, is inclined to dispute the 
fairness of the award." Mr. Gautier sat him- 
self down in the low chair, Stella's customary 
seat. 

" I am very tired," he added, and placed his 
head on the Maman's knee. ^* There is a noise 
and a singing in my ears, as if my head were 
under water." 

The words were scarcely uttered, before he fell 
asleep; a sudden, deep, dreamless sleep, which 
sometimes knocks a man down as with a blow, 
after an overpowering mental excitement. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

THE DANCER'S STOKT. 

Sull holding by Stelia's arm, without more than 
a glance at Mrs. Gautier and her son^ Olympia 
went into hor own room. She almo&t forced 
Stella to sit down on a chair by the window, 
while she herself took a seat directly opposite 
hfix. 

Stella hesitated to look at her companion; 
there was still too much of the heaving of the 
recent agitation about her to allow of anything 
like reflection or judgment. She stared at the 
extensive view, not with enjoyment or conscious- 
ness of its beauty, but with a strain to trace 
every indentation in the chain of the distant 
mountains, the blue sununits of which were 
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scarcdiy to be distmguished from the skyv 
Olympia scanned Stella long, then she said, 
in a dry staccato voice — 

^' There is a Spanish proverb which affirms, 
Dos pardaUs en una espigd, hacen maladiga. You 
don't know Spanish? — it means. Two sparrows 
on one ear of com make ill agre^oaent. Do joa / 
apply it?" 

^^ No," replied Stella, gravely and coldly. 

** That is, you will not However, it is not 
bod advice, and I am going to follow it. I, 
the oldest sparrow, mean to take fli^t, and leave 
the com undisputed to the young one. There 
can be no use in your going to England now; 

* 

you had better say so at once, m your own frank 
wsy> to your cousin: it would be too mortifying 
if both sparrows flew away." 

^' Why do you purposely add bitterness to what 
is already bitter, Olympia? " 

** I don*t do it purposely. Every drop of blood 
in my veins has gall in it. Do you expect to 
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get figs from thorn-trees, or honey from wasps ? 

The same hand made thorns and wasps as created 

figs and bees. Every creature and thing lives 

according to the nature given to it You have 

no right to find fault with the one for wounding, 

or to admire the other for its sweetness; rather ask 

why should there be thorns or stinging insects? 

What have I done that my whole life should 

have been so warped, and split, and lacerated? I 

have never committed any crime. God help me I 

\ 1 have been nothing worse than a fool-a blind 

' fool; as many women are, have been, and will be. 

** I was once a public target for Cupid's arrows. 

j Bichard Smith, for that's his real name, was 

I 

i among my adorers : he was the poorest. 
/ ^^Did I love Mr. Smith? In truth, I can 
/ scarcely answer. A woman cannot help taking 
an interest in a man who has asked her to marry 
him, and with whom she has decided to pass 
the rest of her life. Besides, though I belonged 
to the stage, I was not protected by that cuirass 
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c£ experience worn by many of my playfellows^ 
poor good souls ! better I believe in their errings 
than I with my sang-froid and prudence. 

"I will tell you what did invest Mr. Smith 
with a degree of fascination for me : his power, 
as I thought, to take me out of my class into 
yours, Stella. I was as pure as a woman of my 
profession can be, who has eyes, ears, and under- 
standing ; but I had no illusions as to heroes, I 
was too early behind the scenes. I had never 
had any youthftd dreams. I had always been 
close enough to the realities of life, to see its 
repulsive features very clearly. 

** What irritated me most in my position was, 
the weights and measures used by such as you 
for such as me. I declare to heaven, I believe 
that women before the footlights imagine that 
the women behind them are bom to a different \ 
morality, I was a good daughter. I worked \ 
for my daily bread ; I gained it honestly, spent 
it honestly, I never turned away from an un« 
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fsrtanate who was poor^ though I did not consort 
with the unfortnnate who were ridi. Yet none 
except my comrades and my mother held me 
as a respectable member of society. Ah I it's 
always a long story when one gets on ime's 
wrongs — when one wishes to give reasons &r 
a stupid step. 

^^For a time^ the passion that predominated 
in me was ambition to be acknowledged re- 
sqpectable by the jHiyileged class. I knew 
the pretender to my hand was poor— -probably 
OTer head and ears in debt. Though I was 
beautiful^ I did not think — not quite, at least — 
that he was in love with me. Women, in all 
their blindness, have illuminations of themselves 
and of others. Strange it is how they con- 
sciously, voluntarily, shut their eyes^ when the 
gratification of a pasaion allures them. Passion, 
Stdla, includes many other items besides love; 
though young ladies, and old too, have an idea 
that it is only a proper word when it is used tot 



THB DAJffCEB'S STQBY. 130 

denote a fit of anger. Ambition, all selfi^ in-* 
terGstBy nry dear noyke, are stronger IJiaii the 
pasfiionxif lore, when a man is above thirty^ and 
a woman twenfy-five. 

^'At first I said to myself. It is a 'fidr ex- 
change — ^he gives me the station I covet, «id 
he takes my money. I had, of cooraej after 
being so long a favourite with the public, realized 
a considerable sum-sometimeB my hands were 
filled to overflowing with gdd. Little by 
Uttle, however, other and softer dioughts crept 
into my heart or brain — I don't know which. 
My betrothed was uncommonly handsome; his 
YCMce perfection; and to these gifts he added 
an amount of general knowledge, that where-* 
ever I saw him with other men gave him a clear 
superiorily* 

^I waa first gratified, then proud, and presently 
he becaaae as a god to me. Plenty of proofit to 
the contrary had I, to be sure — no lack of incon^ 
sistencieB and meannesses: my penettatiou served. 
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me abominably well^ and yet I was carried away 
by the new feeling that had taken possession of 
me. Once he should hare ample means, those 
flaws would disappear: no one, till tried, can 
tell how the want of money may lower a man's 
idea of what is strictly honourable. Such was 
my argument. Ay di me! Mr. Smith was 
my husband ! That word ^ husband ' has a magical 
power over woman, Stella. I do not believe that 
any bride ever pronounced it for the first time, 
without recording an unbidden, secret vow to 
love and obey. My belief is, that if a man 
could only be really tolerably unselfish with his 
wife, no wife but would sacrifice heaven and 
earth for him. 

** I was no longer Nena Perez — ^I was married, 
covered with respectability from head to foot 
; by that 9Bgis, the title of Mrs. Bichard Smith. 
I shall not tell you what a fool I was for some 
time — how I enjoyed going as a spectator, as 
Mr8. Smith, to operas and ballets. How I played 
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at being a bourgeoises dressing soberly^ and keep- 
ing household accounts ; putting myself to school 
with all sorts of teachers, to learn to be my 
husband's fitting companion ; et cetera, et cetera. : 
I suppose no one escapes living in a fool's paradise 
once in their lives* 

^* You think that human beings are always all 
of a piece — ^that Mr. Smith must always have 
been bad, and that your cousin Louis^ for in- 
stance, never had a weakness. 

" Hm I I am going through a course of philo- 
sophy for your benefit. Believe me, Stella, men 
and women, the very best of them, are unstable : 
no one is constant, no one invincible; unless, 
indeed, those who have the temperament of stag- 
nant water. Happiness and sorrow, love and 
hatred,^fear and courage, alternate in our souls, 
and during their various reigns we are various 
characters. It is not duplicity makes us so — ^we 
are instruments on which the passions play; as 
well accuse your piano of duplicity, because it 
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la as^ willing to afiSord yba merry as sad nmaic. 
Lastly^ nevear look for durability on thia; aide 
the grave." 

** And our will, Olympia — does that play no part 
in our liyes ? I feel I am no paj^t at the mercy 
of every blast that blows through my soul — 
I can choose between right and wrong." 

'^ And you thinks poor child, that by choosing 
the right you insure happiness? You think 
it is my own fault tluit I am wretched? " 

'^No, no, Olympia, I am not such a child 
but that I know that there are lives which 
seem fatally pursued by sorrow after sorrow, 
and it wouH be wicked of any one to say that 
it was the sufferer's own fault Only I believe, 
that with the sense of having, done or tried to 
do right for God's sake, we can bear our trials. 
Oh, Olympial look at the Maman,. so sorely 
afflicted as she has been; and yet she does not 
call herself wretched. After all, it is but for a 
few yearsb" 
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^My desoTy I am deli^tted that you are so 
easily satisfied ; I strongly adrise your rftmaining 
in your presoit frame of mind, willing to wait 
patiendy &r your Iiappiness till you go to the 
next world* I don't know whether you are to 
afford me an example of what I have never yet 
met withy except in old-fashioned novels — ^I mean, 
of consistency ;' but this I assure you, that of 
all the many common human pendulums peoplmg 
the earth whom I have known, my husbaikl was 
the one that swung most continuously between 
right and wrong. If he had had a little more 
hearty or a little less, I think he might have 
been a successful man. He was overbalanced 
by his vanity. I have often heard the remark, 
^ Oik I how fidl of vanity he or she is I' and few 
seem to thmk that vanity is beyond a puerile 
&nlt I am sore it is the prolific mother of 
crima The very meanest phases of vanity were 
Mr« Smi&'s: he was essentially what a dever 
writer designates as a * woman astonisher/ He 
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frittered away In some woman's boudoir falents 
sufficient to have gained him a solid fortune.^ 
At the instant when some effort of his own or 
of hi^ friends, — ^atid he had more than once a 
devoted friend, — ^was about to be crowned tnth 
success, he threw away the substance to flutter 
after some whim — some painted butterfly. One 
might have forgiven him had he lost the world 
for a Cleopatra : but, no : the third-rate god- 
dess of a third-rate town had the same force 
of attraction for him within her sphere, as the 
Juno, Minerva, or Venus of Olympus. I needn't 
tell you that, for you have seen him at work« 

^* Mr. Smith, after his marriage, became a pic- 
ture fancier. I can see him now,", said Olympia, 
while her face contracted with an expression of 
pain and disgust, ^ pointing his long, thin, white 
fingers at some hitherto undiscovered beauty 
in some of his wonderftd purchases bought for 
nothing, sold for something ; the buyers generally 
cut him afterwards — ^it did not matter, he could 
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always make new acquaintances. Then he became 
a writer of pamphlets on commerce — that brought 
him into the company of some of the more respon- 
sible members of society. He travelled, leaving 
me with my mother in Paris. 

*' After one absence unusually long, he returned 
in the most sanguine and affectionate of moods. 
Do you guess why ? He was ruined ; or, rather, 
he had ruined me — that was all. I was a dancer, 
you remember, and never had thought of the 
sensible arrangement of a marriage settlement. 
When I gave myself, I gave all my worldly goods 
into the bargain. 

*' Certain bills must be paid, or he would — don't 
laugh now, Stella— or he would cut his throat. 
Yes, and he actually did give it a scratch, 
sufficient to send specks of blood on my white 
dress, and to terrify me into the only fainting fit 
I can boast of. The upshot was, Mrs* Richard 
Smith must resume her name of Nena Perez, and 
pirouette money into the conjugal purse. Hop, 

TOIi. m. L 
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hop! presto I prestissimo! higher! higher yet, 
Nenal 

^^ It takes A good deal of heartlessness^ Stella^ 
to make a woman give up a man she feels is 
dependent on her — it does, indeed; besides, Mr. 
Smith's health was delicate : he looked dying ; that 
was a part of his luck. Well, I did return to 
my precession, though I would rather have taken 
in plain work. For his sake I danced, and I 
succeeded in clearing him of debt. 

^^ Young girl, did you ever try to picture to 
yourself what hell may be like 1 what the con- 
tinual burning and the tearing of your flesh by 
fiery pincers is like! «nd worse stiU, what it is 
to be hopeless — ^for ever and ever hopeless ?** 
Olympia rose, and walked up and down the 
room with a quick, hurried step, speaking in 
an excited Toice. "Fancy it all, apd you will 
not reach to what a weak^ vaip, selfish man, 
with low, — ^low ambitions can inflict on his wife 
and family^ I see in your eyes a proud look. 
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which means that you could never be taken 
in to link your fate with such a man* Not if 
he carried his character printed on him in 
large letters. Was not Eye taken in by the 
serpent and his brilliant coat? Words can banish 
reason as much as strong liquors do : they go to 
the head, if not to the heart. 

**Mr. Smith veered to every point of his 
character while I was yet with him. His pur- 
suits were equally varied. He was scientific, 
and on the eve of a great discovery in metals ; 
industrial, and he was to become a partner in a 
first-rate manufactory — a speculation, of course. 
His ventures were sometimes in the sentimental 
line. He had a new host of Platonic friends, 
and got together quite a nice little collection of 
china and articles of vertu, a nice little library 
of poetical works, elegant bibles and prayer-books> 
sacred lyres and dew-drops, to add to the one 
contributed to the genersd sUyck at the time of 
cur marriage. Oh ! it was odious in every way I 

L 2 
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''As he seldom dined at home^ he gradged 
every one of onr table expenses ; he grudged me 
even the barren title of his wife— he did indeed, 
though I was .putting clothes on his back and 
food into his mouth. He did that wrong, how- 
ever, careftdly; he did not intend to deprive 
himself of the goose that was laying the golden 
eggs. Nevertheless, the report came to my dear 
old mother's ears. She had borne a great de^ 
cheerfully for my sake ; my mother, one of your 
grandmothers, Stella, was a good woman, though 
only a Spanish street-dancer. She did not silently 
endure this last insult. My hero threatened to 
turn her out of doors ; he did not do so, merely 
because he knew I would have openly exposed 
his conduct, and had Mrs. Richard Smith printed 
on the play-bills. I made a vow then, and I have 
kept it It would have broken that old woman's 
heart had I done anything that could have given 
a sure foundation for scandaL So I bore and 
forbore, as long as she lived. Till her death 
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I was Mr. Smith's marionette — after that, vogue 
la galore. 

** When she died — the only creature who ever ^ 
really loved me — ^I laid the half of the last salary 
I received in my husband's desk. He was out 
that day at a picnic in the suburbs of London. 
I went and had a view of him reclining on the 
grass at a flaxen-haired English girl's feet I 
overheard his whisper to the young creature's 
mother or aunt: ' She is a girl to live and die 
for;' and then I turned my back, left him to 
his fate, and went to seek my own. 

** Do you know what I did ? Having just lost 
right of my mother m die grave, and had a 
glimpse of my husband, as I have stated, I 
had small chance of keeping my head steady 
enough to guide the capering of my feet So I 
took my passage to a French island, and to make 
it di£Bcult to trace me, called myself Madame 
Olympia. My aim was to reach Jamaica — 
to seek your father, Stella. He had been my 
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sister's husband^ and he was literally the cmly 
connection I knew of in the wide worid. He 
was rich, well bom, and had married a poor, 
unknown girL Ergo, he must be a large-hearted 
man, and would assist me — ^protect me. 

*' When I arrived in Jamaica firom GKiadalonp^ 
Mr. Joddrell was in England — ^had taken you 
thither. I remembered Silver Hill ; I had played 
there when a child. I remembered that Mr. 
Grautier, the present proprietor's fisither, had 
saved all our lives. I could not recollect ever 
having seen the Maman, but then had not my 
sister been her adopted daughter? 

*^For once, I was lucky. I was received^ — 
oh ! so kindly I Louis Gautier had but just arrived : 
to mother and son, I told my story, the whole 
of it. I concealed nothing; neither my real 
name, nor the paltry motive which had helped 
to make me Mrs. Smith. The good souls com- 
forted me — ^promised me shelter as long as I 
needed it. 
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**At length, ycmr father came back from 
England^ imd I bad an interview with him. He 
was civil ; offered me money, if I wished to return 
to Europe, or go to America; he advised my 
going to New Orleans, and said he wa& willing 
to establish me there as a dandi^ mistress. I 
saw he felt that I was a family connection to 
be decently smothered. He greatly approved 
of my not calling myself Nena Perez: it was 
too celebrated a name, he said gallantly, to snit 
my wish to remain incognita even in the momi- 
tains of Jamaica. I might have done so, as 
yon saw to-day, without any risk to mysell^ 
Not one of those twelve men pricked up their 
ears when I pronounced it; not even that old 
war-horse. Colonel Bagshot, who must have been 
on the Continent when the name of Nena Pereai^ 
was ringing as far and wide as that of Napok(m 
er Wellington. So much for fame ! " 

Stella was surprised at Olympia's tone of 
pique as she thus alluded to herself. Strange, 
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she could have such recollections in an Important 
crisis of her life like the present5 thouglit the 
inexperienced listener. 

Olympia, after a short silence^ continued: — 
« The feet was. your father did not wish his mar- 
riage with Peplta Perez to be talked about: she 
was under the ground ; what would be the use of 
raising her? He laughed when I reftised to be 
called Smithy assuring me it was a capital tra- 
velling name. I must have gone to America, but 
that Mrs. Gautler and her son bade me remain at 
Silver Hill, If I could be contented in such a soli- 
tude. God bless them I they never made me feel 
my dependence : they made me one of the family. 

, Did I say, I was happy for years ? It was Elysium 

I 

! to me. For the first time in my life, I had 
companionship ; and what did I care for so-called 
society? Your fether preserved my secret, as 
It was his secret also. That I was a mystery, 
and that the planters' ladies shook their heads 
about me — that even Miss Portia gave me her 
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coldest shoulder — ^was not worth even a smile. 
Besides^ I had served my apprenticeship to that 
sort of thing." 

Olympia ceased speakings nor did Stella inter- 
rupt the pause. She longed to hear more; for 
now came the breathless interest of the story for 
her. 

"What a home it was!" sighed Olympia, 
**till you made it into purgatory, Stella. Very 
soon I shall be in the lowest circle of the tor- 
tured." 

Olympia sat with her face buried in her hands, 
her two elbows on her knees. 

**Did you know it was your Mr. Smythe 
who was my Aimt Dashwood's friend?" asked 
Stella briefly, without noticing Olympia's last 
words. 

" If there were any use in saying ^ No,' I would 
say it, but I reply, * Yes.' The description was too 
accurate to allow of mistakes ; in spite of the Y 
and the E he had adopted — in spite of the^ 
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Stapylton — I knew it nrast be him; it was all so 
characteristic of Richard Smith.** 

" Then why did you not tell my cousin ? He 
knew your story already." 

*' You think it so easy, do you, always to see 
your way. You will find out the contrary, before 
you are much older. Why did I not tell ? There 
vere a thousand Why's. I vras afraid on my own 
account — afiuid for Gtiutier. I hated the idea of 
any discussions about me. Louis might have 
been prejudiced against me, with Mrs. Dashwood at 
hand to point the moral of my tale. I could guess 
the mercy she would show me, and I was not 
ignorant of the instability of human beings— even 
of Gautier, Stella. I have learned only to reckon 
on myself, for myself. Some of your dreadfiil 
good people would have been reading the marriage 
service to Mr. Smith — ^perhaps subscribing large 
sums to send him after me. Don't . you know 
what a rage there is for doing good and peace- 
making in the world ? No : I could not write the 
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acknowledgment; and when Grantier came back, 
I believed myself safe. If I cursed jou, and 
wished you evil upon evil, it would be only 
natnraL You it is who have brought all these 
troubles on me. What is there about you, I won- 
der, that' catches men's hearts? Youll allow, 
I must have had a treble sight to have fore- 
seen that my husband would cross the At- 
lantic after yon. DroU enough that he should 
find me instead. It's like one of Harlequin's 
tricks." 

'^ You are mistaken in your suppositions about 
Mr. Smythe and mpelf," said Stella. 

<' Do call him Smith, girL What ! didn't he 
amfle in your &ce, and tune up his voice to 
nightingale sweetness, when he answered your 
naive questions? Didn't he make you understand 
that however he might pay compliments to others, 
what he whispered to you was as true as the sun 
which shineth by day? Has he never stood by 
your side, and looked unutterable things at the 
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moon which shmeth by night, or at the stars, 
when there was no jnoon. I know it all hy 
heart." 

" He did, I think, try to make me like him ; but 
it was not in that way. He was really kind : he 
used to teach me." 

'' Little idiot ! However that may be, heaven,^ 
or something else, has decreed enmity between you 
and me, Stella — ^we cross one another every way : 
the cards favour you just now, but we shall 
see whether you will succeed in binding the 
sacrifice to the altar. If I have lost the place I 
held with Gautier, I fancy I have efiectually pre-* 
vented any other from occupying it. He would 
doubt an angel from heaven now, and I am glad 
of it." 

** I do not know, or wish to know," replied 
Stella, "whether Mr. Gautier's feelings towards 
you have been such as to prevent his forming 
an attachment to another woman : l)ut this 
far is clear — ^that not even your unfortunate 
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position gives you a right to suppose any 
unwomanly step on my part." 

Stella spoke witli a calm dignity Olympia had 
never noticed in her before. It stung her into 
saying— 

** You know that you refused to go to England 
after your father's deaths because you loved 
Louis." 

" By what right do you seek to penetrate into 
the secrets of my hearty Olympia? If I do love 
my cousin^ I break no law in doing so." 

**You shot that arrow at me, but it does not 
hit. What allows you to hint that my feelings 
for Mr. Grautier ever went beyond the strict limits 
of friendship? Your residence here is one proof 
that they did noty^ added Olympia, haughtily. 

** Then, why be so cruel and bitter to me ? " 

" I cannot help it Go away ; the sight of you 
hurts me more than anything else. Leave me 

alone." 

Stella rose to obey in silence. 



\ 
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Ere she reached the door^ Olympia called 
out, "How tall you are! It never struck me 
80 much before, though Gautier wrote me that 
your height spoilt your looks — at least, in his 
opinion; and Stella " 

Stella fled from the bitter woman. 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

TIME WANES. 

A aBEAT mixture of feelings warred in Stella 
when she obeyed Olympia's command to leave 
her^ and made the girl imwilling^ almost a&aid, 
to go where she might expect to meet Mr. Gautier. 
Stella had long ago understood that Oljmpia 
was in secret her enemy, and the confidences 
iust received had apprised her of nothing new 
in this respect Many of us smother a dis- 
covery, in dread of the desolation its bursting 
forth into light may bring us. Doubt and dis- 
trust once hatched grow quickly, for they find 
plentiful food in inferences. The confirmation 
of the fact of unworthy rivalship gained from 
the lips of her unhappy relation, made Stella 
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inexpressibly miserable — more miserable than she 
had ever been. She shrunk from the recollec- 
tion of her cousin's call on her to return to 
England, and of all it implied. The very flash 
she had noticed in his eyes when the recog- 
nition had taken place between Mr. Smythe and 
Olympian-even the resolute manner with which 
Louis had avoided all speech with Olympia — 
were to Stella revelations of how deep the stab, 
and dear the hand which had inflicted it So 
ingenious are gurls in love to torment themselves ! 
The reader, unlike poor Stella, need scarcely 
be told that other feelings than those of wounded 
affection had kindled in Mr. Gautier's eyes that 
angry fire noticed by his young cousin. Resent- 
ment at the discovery of a patent duplicity, 
shame at having misplaced his trust, remorse at 
having committed an injustice towards Stella, 
had had their full share in the shock experi- 
enced by Louis. The twinkling of an eye had 
sufficed to make him perceive that Olympia was 
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aware beforehand of Mr. Smythe's identity with 
her husband. 

For how long or how short a time had she 
had this knowledjge? . Most likely ever since' 
his letters to her from Waterloo Cottage. And 
yet she had received his written communica- 
tions about Mr. Smythe's attentions to Stella in 
silence; his spoken fears with shrugs of her 
shoulders, or exclamations against the folly of 
girls. 

How many more secrets might have been 
equally well preserved! how many equivoca- 
tions might he not have accepted as God's 
truth ! 

Louis was in the mental condition of a man 
walking leisurely on a well-known smootli 
flowery path, under whose feet a sudden earth- 
quake opens a bottomless abyss. But all these 
reflections on his part Stella was far from divin- 
ing. She lingered in the back piazza, and 
mingling oddly enough with her anger towards 

VOL. IIL K 
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Louis^ was an indefinite disturbance at her own 
dariiig in thinking any ill of him. She felt 
that to meet him without explaining that she 
was offended and a^rieved would be a sort of 
treachery; and yet how was she to speak out 
her dire suspicions? She was bitterly unhappy, 
forlorn, and weary; inclined, as the unha|)py 
too often are, to inveigh against all the world. 

Just then she heard a distant tapping. The 
instant that faint sound broke the tranquillity of 
the air, it recalled one of pretty Auntie's songs 
to her memory, " The wood-pecker tapping the 
hollow beech-tree." She had been gloomy, and 
coldly hard, ever since leaving Olympia ; the new 
association of ideas gave her the relief of a 
good fit of crying. 

** Stella 1" said a voice that had never named 
her before without her responding to it with de- 
light ^^My poor child I" went on Louis, taking 
one of her hands in his. 

" I • am very unhappy, cousin Louis. You 
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were quite right not to wish me to come to Silver 
HilL'' 

The moment the words were spoken they 
were repented of. Louis did not answer Imme- 
diately ; he was not a man whose emotion ever 
evaporated in words t he was too shy and sensi-' 
live for that. He was gazing at Stella keenly, 
and she saw the twitch in his face that she had 
learned long ago to recognise as a sigh of his 
intense mental discomfort. 

^^ God forgive me, Stella, for any grief I have 
ever caused you." His voice was like a cry of 
pain. 

Though really repentant of her harshness, 
Stella could not yet show that she was so ; she 
was haunted by that horrible, unspoken jealousy — 
yes, horrible, it ought never to have had* the 
slightest cause to exist. Louis must have known 
the nature of Olympiads sentiments for him, and 
if he did (why did she think an "if possible), 
then as he had not altered his behaviour — 

li 2 
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had cruelly wiahed to get rid of her to please 
Olympia — then he was — ^he must be Olympia's 
accomplice. 

After th6 one glance that had shown her hid look 
of pain and wonder, she had stubbornly kept 
her eyes turned away from him. 

"I have made a cruel mistake," went on 
Louis; "but, Stella, I have been guilty of no 
treachery." 

She shrunk all into herself; she who had been 
wanting to explain for herself would not allow 
him to do so ; she was unaccountably afraid — 
her passion had vanished suddenly at those few 
words. She recklessly asked, — "What is that 
noise, cousin Louis? It makes me think of 
England." Why had she said that? "I mean 
it reminds me of Auntie's song of the wood- 
pecker : that was what made me cry ?" 

No answer. Louis was beginning to see clearly 
into the workings of Stella's mind. 

She went on more nervously than before. 
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**But woodpeckers are only English birds^ are 
they not?" 

" They swarm in our fields of Indian com, and 
love decayed cedar-trees. But that is not a 
woodpecker you hear, Stella. That rapping is 
the carpenter nailing up Maurice's coflSn. The 
burial must take place at once. I sent for our 
clergyman, Mr. Eff, early this morning, but he 
is absent. There is no alternative : I must read 
the service myself." 

Tears — soft tears — clouded the eyes she fixed 
on her cousin now, and she asked humbly, " May 
I go with you, cousin Louis." 

** I sought you for the purpose of begging you 
to do so. I wished to make sure of one firiendly 
heart, among those I have to meet" 

** Oh ! thank you, cousin Louis." It was all 
she could say in the way of asking pardon. 

"My good little cousin!" He was gazing 
abstractedly out of the window, like one who 
had no purpose in view. 
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Louis had been blinded, stupified by the know-> 
ledge that had poured in on him with the sudden-* 
ness and rapidity of a flash of lightning. He was 
in a state of positive physical, as well as moral 
distress — aware that he had much to accomplish 
quickly, or there would be worse in store for 
him, and yet hindered and impotent like one in 
a nightmare- 

Olympia's goodness all a lie; Stella driven 
from his home; the uselessness of that great 
sacrifice; Stella now suspecting that he had 
made a scapegoat of her, to save another from 
suffering. He wanted to say to that young girl 
with the valiant grave face, standing by him, 
" For pity's sake, stay by me ! Rescue me from 
the maze into which I have unwillingly strayed 1 " 

But Stella also was tongue-tied by her own 
sensations. No, no: this was not a moment 
when these two aching hearts could reveal th^n- 
selves to one another; and the time is shorty 
very short, that remains to them for giving or 
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receiving confidence^ consolation^ and pardon*, 
The VecUa is to sail the evening before Christmas 
Day^ and this is already the 22nd of December. 

'^Massal" called a black from below the 
window. 

^ Is it time? " asked Louis, starting. Then to 
Stella,—" Now shall we go ? " 

Excepting the bearers of the co£Sn, not a 
n^ro appeared at the burial ground. Added 
to the sadness and solemnity of the ceremony, 
there was a sinister presage in this absence of 
Maurice's relations and comrades, for the blacks 
are great sticklers for all observances. 

It taxed Stella's firmness to repeat the re- 
sponses distinctly, for she saw more than one 
heavy tear drop from her cousin's eyes into the 
loose heap of earth at his feet. Louis remained 
looking at the newly filled grave, in the same sort 
of abstraction as had overtaken him at the piazza 
window, and Stella waited anxiously by his side* 
She was afraid to try and speak words of comfort. 
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juat as she would Iiave shrunk from touching any 
bleeding wound. At last, he looked at her, and 
observing her eyes shining with tears, he said 
abruptly, ** Stella, can you ever remember my 
giving you a joy? There 1 don't answer. Now 
then, return good for evil, and say, * Grod bless 
you, cousin Louis ! '" 

" God bless and preserve you, cousin Louis 1 " 
He was turning away, when a nameless fear 
made her stretch out her hand and seize his 
arm. ^' Cousin Louis, where would a letter 
find you?'* 

*' I shall be back before any letter could reach 



•me. 
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Yes, but in case you might be delayed." 
'^I always go to Miss Hawke's lodging in 

East-street." 

The commonplace words and tone assured her. 
'^Will you ride alone?" she asked again, as 

.he whistled for his horse, Kaled answering the 

signal by a neigh of pleasure. 
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No one will meddle with me, Stella. Keep 
np the Maman's spirits." 

She walked with him to meet his horse, which 
he had trained to come and go without any 
groom. She saw him spring into the saddle with- 
out using the stirrup, and in spite of daily fami- 
liarity, she was struck by his appearance of 
strength and his fine figure. 

SteUa went to the terrace before the house, 
and had another view of rider and horse passing 
the gray rock, the scene of yesterday's tragedy. 
Only yesterday ! and it seemed so long ago. 

Stella sought the Maman. She was restless, as 
she had not felt since she had determined to 
return to England. Impatient also at the con- 
fusion of new ideas rushing through her brain — 
phantoms of possibilities routing away all the 
impressions and sentiments of the kst few weeks. 
Who has not known what it is to be haunted 
by a shadowy something that is to interfere with 
the fulfilment of some dreaded event ? 
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Stella presently stopped her pacing up and 
down of the room. She sat herself down where 
she had seen Louis sit in the morning, and 
she also laid her head on Mrs. Gautier's knee. 

<<Maman, will you be good to me, and say 
some of yonr pretty verses? Put your hand, 
Maman, on my head, and take away my irrita^ 
tion." 

The old lady passed her hand soMy over the 

waves of the girl's hair, as she repeated those 

lines of Spenser, beginning^^ 

*' All in the power of their great Maker lie. 



All creatures must obey the voice of the Most High. 



»> 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE TWENTY-SECOND OF DECEMBER. 

At the hour for tea, Oljrmpia joined Mrs. Grautier 
and Stella. She sat^ as was her custom, at a little 
table, with her reading lamp and book. The 
only thing about her which indicated any con- 
sciousness of a change, was a shortness of speech 
and a brusquerie very unusual; for Olympia 
possessed in a high d^ree that manner which 
the French designate under the word aimabU: 
no one more gifted with the talent of paying 
little attentions, and of making them show to 
the best advantage. This evening she neither 
trimmed the Maman's lamp nor offered to arrange 
her knitting for her. 
It was in vain that Stella tried to imitate the 
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composure of her companions ; every slight noise 
made her start When for, perhaps, the twentieth 
time she had run into the piazza, Olympia asked 
impatiently — 

** What or who are you expecting, Stella?" 

^* I don't know, I can't tell what is the matter 
with me ; but every instant I fancy I hear some 
one creeping about in the piazza.** 

" The rustle of falling leaves," said Olympia. 

*' There !" cried Stella, jumping up again. 

" A bat disturbed by the light." Olympia rose 
aa^ she made this answer, and looked into the 

i 

piazza. " It is to be hoped you are not going to 
set up as a rival to Miss Portia Lowe, in seeing 
visions and dreaming dreams." 

**I am sorry to be so teasing," said Stella, 
trying to sit quiet. 

*' Let us take a turn on the terrace," proposed 
Mrs. Gautier; "come with us, Olympia 1" she 
added kindly. 

The night seemed only a gentler day; the 
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dark blue sky studded with stars, sliimng in 
bright rivalry to the moon, now so near its setting 
that it seemed hovermg over the jagged summit 
of the far off mountains, looking by that light 
more a gray mass of clouds than solid earth. 
The land wind had not yet come down from those 
sublime heights; not a breath of air sighed in 
the trees, nor whispered in the leaves of the 
oleanders and orange-trees. This unusual still- 
ness had not varied since the hour that Stella 
had remarked it, wlien listening to the hanunering 
of the carpenter fastening Maurice's coffin. The ! 
three women walked slowly and silently up and 
down in front of the house, each occupied with ' 
her own thoughts. 

The lower edge of the moon dipped behind 
the mountain, and instantly, as if kindled by the 
touch, a narrow, high, dark red flame shot up 
against the pure sky : another rose to the right — 
to the left — a chain of fires. 

In horrible expectation, the three beings on 
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that platform waited for the next revelation of 
what at once they knew to be the signal of 
I rebellion. They had not long to wait ; up from 
I the foot of the hill on which they stood, came 
1 rolling a luminous smoke, its highest curl glitter- 
ing with sparks, until it suddenly broke forth into 
a wide sheet of flame. 

There was no sky, no stars, nothing of heaven 
to be seen now. More lurid smoke, myriads 
more of sparks, another and another sheet of 
lurid flame. The coffee walks, with their rich, 
ripe crop, are on fire — so is the mill, the pulp- 
ing house, the sick house, the stables. Hark to 
the shriU neighing and shrieks of mules, horses, 
and cattle ! Something more appalling mingles 
and rises above the cry of animal pain : the shout 
of human beings fall of hatred, envy, and re- 
venge ; the wild laugh of savage joy over destruc- 
tion ; the wilder song of savage triumph. 

It is come at last — ^the inevitable, fatal moment 
I for the struggle between the oppressing and the 



THE TWENTY-SECOND OF DECEMBER. 175 

oppressed. Hear what they sing; it is their 
Marseillaise — ^the song their fathers had sung 
through Kingston streets in 1799. 

"One, two, tree, 
All de same. 
Black, white, brown, 
All de same, 
All de same. 

One, two, tree." 



tc 



Oh, Maman ! " whispered Stella, throwing her 
arms round Mrs. Gautier, " thank God, Louis is 
safe!" 

'^ The fire will be seen nailes round," observed 
Olympia : " we shall soon have help. If we could 
only hide ourselves for an hour." 

Mrs. Gautier shook her head. 

*^ Impossible ! where can you hide on this rock ? 
Every side inaccessible, but the one where the 
roadis.'* 

*'HushI they are coming, they are coming," 
cried Olympia, catching at Stella^s gown. The 
song was changed now. 
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** Jackass, wid him long tail {^ , . 

And iMg of coffee coming down, i 
Ton dar worrjr me. 
You dar teazy me. 
Ton make my Sambo dandy leave me.*' 

That was screeched by women's voices : this by 



men's : — 

** John Crosftree was a dandy, oh ! 
Hi ! me dandy, ho ! my dandy." 

Nearer, yet nearer, and the shouts grew more 
meaning : 

** Earie, Earie, Earie, Miss Lympia, na ma qua. 
She kUl de black man, massa kill de Sambo, 
Dey both as sweet as sugar candy, hi-oigh." 

"They are coming to kill me," muttered 
Olympia through her chattering teeth. The 
allusions were clear to Denniston's death — to 
Maurice's — alas ! both to be traced to her. 

" Let us go to the back of the house I " dragging 
at Stella. 

" They will find us directly," said the Maman, 
with wonderful composure: "any show of fear, 
will make them worse." 
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" Stand behind me, Olympia. I have never 
offended any of them/' Stella placed herself in 
front of the terrified woman. 

Waving lighted torches, blowing conch-shells 
and cow-homs, beatmg tom-toms, singing hymns, 
screeching ribald songs, up the zigzag path, rush- 
ing, leaping, brandishing grass-knives and hoes, 
came a multitude of negroes of both sexes. 
They spring up the house steps, clamber in at 
every window, they spread themselves round the 
house. So dense the number in that small space, 
so thick the air with the smoke from a hundred 
torches, that the three ladies at first escaped notice. 

Peals of laughter echo through the chambers of 
the pretty dwelling ; tables, chairs, books, clothing 
are tossed out among those outside; figures more 
like apes than aught else are dancing about 
dressed in Gautier's white shirts, in the ladies' 
dresses and bonnets* The air is rent with 
whoopings, guttural screams, with all the various 
furious cries of licence and thirst of vengeance. 

VOL. in. N 
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*^ Ye mad ^ebfld I " shouted i woman, '^ ye no 
earie de red-coats a coming, dem swords clashing, 
dem guns firing." 

*^We make bonfire light 'em on de way,** 
bawled out a wag, setting fire to the light 
curtains, while torches were thrown hither and 
thither at hap-hazard. The dry wood of the 
jalousies, of the walls, of the flooring, caught like 
tinder. 

*^ Hoora ! Hoora 1 Hi — oigh I " 

The mighty blaze showed the ladies to the 
furious mob — the shouts ceased, and the rebels 
stood motionless, only for a very few seconds. 
What feeling caused that silence — that panic? 
The feeling that the wild beast has for its keeper ? 
or some of man's better instincts towards the 
weak— the helpless ? God knows ! 

A new incident set the whole swarm of blacks in 
motion again. Some of them had driven up an ox 
which had escaped from the burning stables ; the 
poor animal was thrown alive into the burning house* 
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' ^Tine roa$b^£ Chnstmas beef, marm," said 
one fellow, pashing up to Mt& Gutier. 

^ Hi ! Massa say, niggers work 'xcellent welL 
Ooffee aal afF de bosh maming come.'' 

Loud lau^ter welcomed these words; they 
broke the spell : first came bitter sarcasm, lihen 
a pelting with insulting language; the worst 
passions were in the ascendant ; the- ni«n pressed 
on the ladies; IJiey were almost suffocated and 
blinded by the hes%> the smell, and the smoke. 

•'Keep heart, young missus,'' whispered Re-^ 
becca's voice in Stella's ear. '^ Lookie dere I soger 
offisher." 

Stella did look, and saw by the light of the fii^ 
the unexpected apparition of a giant clad in a red 
eoat, with golden wings, his. mighty arm uplifted 
and dealing blows, right and left, with his 
sheatiied sword, on the heads about and beneatii 
him. Was this the god Mars himself, or Telamo* 
nian Ajax ? 

The ^ant has rapidly cleared a space about 

K2 
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himself. He is standing with his eye-glass fixed 
in his ejB, taking a cool survey of the scene. 
Lesser giants are whacking about them, and 
many broken black crowns are the consequence^^ 
Stella could not mistake those goggle eyes, that 
snub nose, the half-open mouth. 

"Toml Tom KubbardI come and help us I" 
she screamed. 

" Hallo I who's that ? " returns the giant 

That cry of Stella's had recalled the blacks 
to their certain prey. Once more there was a 
tosaing of men and women ; a multitude of them 
surround the half-dozen red-jackets ; the odds are 
too many. 

"Fire!" cries the officer at last, but he is 
fighting his own way to where the ladies are, by 
dint of muscular strength ; he deals heavy blows 
with his sheathed sword. It is not in such 
im ignoble struggle he will fling the scabbard 
away I 

Stella almost touches him; she reaches out her 



THE TWENTY-SECOND OF DECEMBER. 181 

hand; a stout black makes a snatch at Olympia; 
with all the energy of despair Olympia clutches 
at Stella, hangs on to her, twines her arms about 
her; the two women are forced back — ^back- 
further and farther from their deliverer ; the 
jerk with which the black lifted Olympia in hi^ 
arms sends Stella reeling ; the earth sinks away 
from under her feet. She is falling fast — 
faster-*down the most precipitous side of Silver 
HUl. 

She did not lose her senses ; she knew her 
danger — ^was aware that below her lay sharp 
rocks, and below them again, a deep, stony gully, 
and that she was out of all human aid. Count- 
less thoughts course through her brain ; on and 
on she slips — slides— <2annot catch at onv of thQ 
jutting rocks; the stones roll from beneath her 
and carry her down, until with a great shock 
she falls into the middle of some large buslu 
Bruised, nearly stunned, she laid fast hold of its 
branches, quite conscious enough to fear to moye« 
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lest she xniglit be seD,t on a precipitate flight to 
the abyss below. The first effort Stella made 
yras to say aloud the Lord's prayer; she wanted 
to steady her mind; she could have declared 
the heard the ticking of half-a-dozen watch^ 
round her — ^it was the pulses of her own head. 
She cannot pray ; her thoughts wander ; she sees 
the Maman with her long, floating, white hair; 
she nmst be growing crazy, for she is sure that 
Tom Hubbard was near her when she lost, her 
footing. Tom Hubbard! how could he be at 
Silver Hill? She ventures to open her eyes; 
she wants to see some reality : it is dark ; not ^ 
sound breaks the utter stillness. All at once 
she £smcies she hears a stone &II5 fancies blacks 
gliding wke serpents towards her; she tightens 
her hold of the saving shrub, and tries once more 
to pray ; if she could get i:id of those whirling, 
fiery, red iq>ots that dance before her I 
^ -What is that? Two sharp, loud reports of a 
gun ring through the air; Stella .answers them 
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with a long scream^ and then listens painfully^ 
but no other sound c^une. 

Something cold glides over her neck — ^her flesh 
creeps with a new horror^ and then she guesses 
it must be a lizard, and thankftdly remembers 
that Louis had told her — ^it seems very long ago— 

that there were no venomous reptiles in Jamaica. 
Ah! poor cousin Loiiis! the thought of him 
brings back full consciousness ; her bosom heaves 
as if it would burst with her quick sobs. Her 
thought of him becomes a prayer — a real prayer ; 
not a multitude of words, but a silent heart- 
prayer for mercy to him, strength £>r hinu 
Staring into the darkness, she prayed on and on 
till the deep shadows began at last to pale before 
the coming dawn; a chill air made the leaves 
of Stella's refuge tremulous; a faint twitter of 
))ird3, and then a tender yeUow light came and 
chased away the gray of night It is a new 
morning. 

Stella sees now that ^he has been saved by 
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a large ginesta or Spanish broom, *^that lover 
of solitary, deserted plapes," rooted in the cleft 
of a rock* No more shrubs beneath where she 
lay; nothing but gray rocks, with surfaces like 
the teeth of some gigantic saw, looking as if 
hurled down there in wrath, stood between her 
and an unseen depth. She must not trust her- 
self with another glance in that direction. She 
turns her face upwards ; nothing but rocks tossed 
pell-mell, with one narrow stony channel -be^ 
tween some of them, and down which had she 
rolled; a little to the left, or to the right she 
must have been dashed on those bristling pro- 
jections, that set her trembling even to look at* 
There is a heavy flap of wings close above her 
head ; and she recognises that large, hideous bird, 
with black body, bald head, and red throat, 
called by the negroes John Crow — the chi^f 
attendant on death, the scavenger of the island. 
Another and another flap slowly by her. New 
terrors b^in to frame themselves — ^it is so lonely 
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around her^ now these unclean birds have sailed 
out of sight Does every one believe her dead? 
Are they seeking her crushed limbs in the ravine^ 
or have all her friends fallen victims ? 

Stella fears to move; she fears to stay. A 
tiny something, dazzling bright in the first rays 
of the sun, whirrs fearlessly across her face* 
It is ^^ the least of the winged vagrants of the 
sky." To Stella the lovely little creature comes 
like the dove to the patriarch of old. She 
revives at the sight of his beauty — she watches 
his manoeuvres among the bright yellow blossoms 
of her ginesta. For a second or two he poises 
himself so steadily that she almost loses sight 
of his wings, but she sees his eye glancing 
with quick vigilance ere he thrusts his long 
tongue into the flowers. With one happy 
chirp, he darts away, his glossy green back 
and red collar flashing in her eyes as he 
passed. 

There he is a yard or two above her^ a little 
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to one side^ dressing his smart plumage on the 
dry branch of a straggling wild coffee sapling, 
which Stella had not remarked before. Laying 
herself with her face to the hill side, she drew 
herself up towards the little beauty. Another 
chirp — this time of defiance — and away again; 
he is greedy, for now he forgets her, to hover 
over a wreath of the purple bells of the fior 
di notte — she lays fast held of the bind-weed. 
Whenever Stella nears the tiny fellow, he is 
always off again with a merry chirp ; but stay ! 
the low, significant whistle of human lips dis- 
tracts her attention, and she loses sight of her 
fairy guide. 

** Hallo 1 I say," exclaimed a well-remembered 
high treble voice. 

Stella does not hesitate now to raise her head — 
she meets the anxious, eager gaze of a pair of 
goggle eyes, in one of which is inserted an eye- 
glass. 

The owner's long length must have been lying 
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prone on the earth to bring his good-natured 
bull-dog faoe into the unusual position in which 
it fronted Stella's upturned eyes. 

*^ Tom I is that really you ? " cries Stella, m a 
weak, broken voice. 

'^ Is thaia really flesh and blood Stella Joddrell ? 
Tang mieux, as mamma used to say. Now don't 
go to try to stanl up. Creep nearer — ^nearer yet. 
Now catch that I " and he threw her one end of 
his military sash ; .^* tie it round you — ^make it 
fast somehow, for I am gomg to haul you up 
by it. Don't be in a fright : you're as safe as if 
you were in a church." 

There wore no flowers, no shrubs, no humming 
birds now; within six feet of the terrace the 
hill was almost as sheer and as smooth as the side 
of a house. 

^^ Are they aQ safe, Tom ?" asks Stella, bareaiih- 
lessly, as he puts out one of his large hands azid 
catches hold of her» 
^ ** All as right aa a trivet I" 
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As soon as the Mendly young giant got a firm 
grasp of her^ he dragged her up on to the plat- 
form^ and for a minute or two stood contemplat- 
ing the forlorn, dishevelled, ragged figure witli 
great contentment He holds her two lacerated 
hands in his, and his pressure is like that of a 
vice ; he coughs, clears his throat, tries to laugh, 
and does not ; at last he literally bolts out — 

*^ By Jove! Never was so glad in my bom days. 
I thought you were done for. I am glad — and 
what a go, Stella! *Ours,' only landed in 
Kingston the day before yesterday, and I had 
as much idea that you were one of the people, 
we were sent to help as that it was the Pope 
of Rome." 

" And every one is really safe, Tom?" 

^^ Oh, yes I the ladies are safe enough : a plucky 
old chap took 'em away with him — a militia 
colonel. I stayed to look for you, but we didn't 
know which side to look. It all turned out for 
the best, that we hadn't gone away, for — for. 
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Stella — I say — ^no need, you know, to put yourself 
in a fright ^ He stopped. 

''What is It, Tom?" 

"A — a — a — a, he — he — he — he has only 
fiunted, you know." 
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CHAPTER XLV. 



A DOUBLE SHOT. 

The last words came out glibly; for Stella had 
pushed Tom Hubbard aside^ and seen at a glance 
what, threatened to make a tragical end of her 
personal history. 

Cousin Louis was stretched on the ground, his 
head resting on the knee of the sergeant left to 
keep guard with the big lieutenant. 

Stella threw herself down by her cousin's side. 
Her lips opened wide; you saw the effort to 
shriek, but no sound came. If it had formed 
itself into words, it would have been — ^*0h! 
pray, God, take me too — if he must die, let me 
die— pray— pray!" 

Her eyes strain so on to Louis's face, that the 
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soldier^ O'Halloran^ says compassionately, '^ Miss> 
you see he has been shot in two places — ^he ain't 
noways dead." 

"Yea," said Tom; "up here he came at a 
tearing gallop — stared at the burning house, and 
us — ^no one else here, you know — never spoke a 
word, but just dropped off his horse — ^where you 
see him, of course. I knew him again directly, and 
thought, *It's quite natural, old boy, you shouldn't 
like what you see overmuch,' — ^but we hadn't an 
idea he had been shot, till he told us himself." 

Stella's tongue clove to the roof of her mouth ; 
she raised the dark hair off Louis's cold moist 
brow, on which was printed the dent of mortal 
anguish; she bends her cheek close to his blue 
lips, to feel if he still breathes. 

** Oh ! do help him — don't let him die, Tom I— 
don't let him die !" 

Tom actually blubbered like a child. 

"Praps," says O'Halloran,^ "Miss can say 
where there be a doctor." 



192 COUSm STELLA. 

Yes — ^yes, good man — there's a doctor close 
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" I'll go for him," says Tom. 

**If it be nigh hand^ sir," witli a military 
salute, "we might carry the gentleman there," 
suggests the sergeant. 

" Those black devils haven't left a plank or a 
shutter to carry even a baby on," exclaimed Tom. 

** We'll do it with the sashes, sir," the hand 
going to the head again, with mechanical pre- 
cision. 

They form a kind of hammock of their red 
sashes, and slip it under Louis. 

The sergeant is an old soldier; not a chance 
nor an expedient escapes him. ** The gentleman's 
horse is close by, sir ; I hear him making a noise 
just a while since. He would carry the young 
lady, case we has to ford the river." 

** How the doose do you think we are to catch 
him ? " asked Tonu 

Louis's whistle was still hanging to one of 
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his button-holes; without a word, Stella took 
it, and imitated, as well as she could, her 
cousin's call to his horse. Almost before she 
had ceased, the fine animal came trotting up the 
road. 

" Kaled I " called Stella ; but Kaled did not 
hearken to her ; he went up to his master, snified 
at the prostrate body, whinnying pitifully. 

"By George, he's a brick," exclaimed Tom, 
in a transport of admiration, as he seized the 
bridle. Stella, the most timid of women with 
horses, put her arm round Kaled's neck, kissed 
him with a sob, and allowed Tom to lift her 
on to the man's saddle. 

**Hold fast by his mane, and don*t jerk his 
mouth, and you'll do," said Tom. 

The officer and soldier raiged the wounded 
man, Louis's eyes opened for a moment, and fell 
on Stella's face of anguish ; he tried to smile — 
tried to speak. 

** Don't speak, cousin Louis, don't ; I am not 

VOL. IIL 
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firightenied ; - we are going to take jou to Dr. 
McNiel."^ 

He had closed bis eyes again, and she doubted 
whether he had understood her. 

The high-blooded Kaled bore his helpless rider 
down the steep road with a care quite human; 
] she was indeed fearlessly indifferent : in her heart 
there was only room for one great terror. 

Luckily more than a month had elapsed since 
the rains, and the river had had time to shrink 
back nearly into its narrowest channel. ' The 
road to Dr. McNiePs went through the yard of 
Miss Portia's golden turreted dwelling; Louis's 
bearers were dropping with fatigue. 

"Suppose we rest here," said Tom, his face 
like the Red Lion of Brentford. 

No clatter of negro tongues, no cackling of 
poultry,, no bietrkmg of dogs, greet the party* 
All is silent as the grave, the jalousies are most 
of them on the ground, one or two still hang 
loosely on one hinge, the turrets (Miss Portia's 
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glory), that the hurricane had spared, have 
vanished ; the white walls are stained and cracked ; 
it is no longer a home, it is a sorrowful, forsaken 
dwelling ; and where was good Aunt Portia her- 
self? 

Kaled felt Stella shaking in the saddle, and si- 
dled up to the house to find a prop for his burden, 

" We'll take Gautier in here, Stella," says Tom, 
sweat-drops raining off his brow ; ** it will be a 
shelter from the sun, and I'll go on for your 
doctor." 

Louis was carried into what had been Miss 
Portia's sitting-room; most of the furniture was 
broken or gone ; but Stella, who had slipped down 
from Kaled's back, found a bedstead, and on it 
a mattress of maize leaves, and on this Louis was 
laid. 

"Any better, old fellow?" asks Tom, fixing 
his eye-glass. " I am Tom Hubbard, you know, 
of the 110th Blanks; don't you remember me?" 
Best go for the docthor sir," said O'Halloran. 

2 
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''Dr. McNiel does not live far from this," 
stud Stella ; " it's quite a straight road ; and if he 
is away, do find Wm, Tom. 

Lieutenant Hubbard put his long legs across 
Kaled and galloped off. The sergeant went out 
to seek for some water — not only to drink, but 
to wash away the mask of gunpowder, dirt, and 
perspiration which covered his face. It is a 
relief to Stella to be left quiet by the side of 
the wounded man. How passive he continues. 
As long as she does not look at him, she can 
hope ; she kneels at the foot of the bed and lays 
her head on his feet. 

That touch has stirred life in Louis : he calls 
her — 

" Stella 1 Come nearer to me." She obeyed. 
*'Do not be so afraid, Stella:" he once more 
closes his eyes. 

"I am not afraid, cousin Louis. I am not 
afraid," in a would-be firm voice. "I am only 
a little anxious, very anxious " the voice 
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quivered away to nothing. He did not try to 
speak again;* she could be sure by the trem- 
bling of his eyelids alone that he was con- 
scious. 

Presently Sergeant O'Halloran put in his head 
and nodded to her, meaning to signify that he 
saw some one coming. The sharp trot of horses 
announced the fact directly afterwards. 

When Dr. McNiel entered the room where the 

cousins were, the first words he said, as Stella 
rose fi-om her knees to meet him, were — ^**You 

had better leave us alone, Miss Joddrell." 

O'Halloran was leaning against the door-post 

as she stepped out. He lifted his cap, standing 

bareheaded and in the act to speak, but she 

took no notice of him at first, walking up and 

down restlessly before the window of the room 

where lay Louis. She was listening for any 

sound of pain : then all at once she asked — 

" Where is Mr. Hubbard ? " 

"The liftenaqt is gone on to t'other place. 
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me lady — Cedar Valley; it ain't brant at all, 
me lady/* 

Then Stella remembered that possibility, but 
her thoughts wandered away again directly. 

** There's a lad comed with the docthor that 
knows all about it, me lady." 

** Who is come, do you say ? " 

A young negro lad, who had been informing 
O'Halloran of Stella's dignity as the lady of 
Cedar Valley, now came sheepishly forward, hold- 
ing the doctor's mule. 

*^I cannot listen to you,** said Stella, feeling 
sick and giddy, for the momentary relief given 
by the doctor's arrival was gone, and fear was 
again uppermost. "Perhaps they want you," 
she went on to the sergeant; "go in and see." 

O'Halloran put on his cap and obeyed. 

" Young missus," began the black boy, " Cedar 
Valley Rebecca tell me tell young missus that 
old Missy Gautier and TMiss 'Lympia deys all 
safe in Great House dere." 
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Stella heard as one hears in the very moment 
of dropping off into sleep. She is eagerly intent 
upon something else— on the doctor's voice. It 
is coming nearer and nearer : now it is at 
her very ear, but she does not look towards 
him. 

** How is he to be moved ? " she inquired, in 
a thick voice. 

*^I told the young officer to go to Cedar 
Valley, and send ns plenty of men with a light 
bedstead with curtains and a mattress,'' replied 
Dr. McNiel in a cheerful matter-of-fect voice: 
he understood very well how to help her to 
maintain her composure. "These gun-shot 
woimds," he resumed, " are plagney things ; the 
ball may take such a devious course; the shot 
in the leg doesn't signify." Dr. McNiel did not 
mention the really serious one in the back of 
the neck. " He has been fired at twice and from 
behind; but he is young, and not too young, 
and of temperate habits: so with good nursing 
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I dare say we shall do very well, in spite of 

lying in the dew a leetle too long." 

Stella bowed her head for all answer. Dr. 

McNiel brought her a little ether and water 

from his medicine chest. 

Presently she says, "You do not think my 
cousin in danger ? You would tell me the truth, 

wouldn't you ? " 

*^ Of course, I am honest in saying I think we 
shall do very well. I wish the meeting with his 
mother were over." 

" Oh ! poor Maman I " and now the long pent- 
up tears rained down the cheeks flushed to burn- 
ing red with constrained emotion. "You need 
not be afraid, Doctor ; the Maman is so brave, and 
never thinks of herself." 

** I know she is all excellence ; if any one might 
have hoped for immunity from their slaves, it 
ought to have been Mrs. Gautier and Miss Lowe." 

" What has become of Aunt Portia, doctor ? " 

" She is one of the refugees at Cedar Valley, Miss 
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Joddrell ; not a negro stirred on your property ; 
that half-crazed girl Rebecca frightened them into 
keeping quiet She declared she saw your poor 
father in his flannel dressing-gown, with the two 
babies in liis arms, flying from one end of the 
plantation to the other.*' 

** How very dreadful, Doctor I" 

"Not so dreadful as what has been actually 
enacting elsewhere. More than fifty properties 
were blazing at midnight, and there's been cruel- 
ties and bloodshed on both sides. Colonel Bag- 
shot on his return from the inquest got a warning, 
probably from Rebecca, and sent at once to the 
commander-in-chief for assistance, but what could 
a handful of soldiers do against thousands. Your 
overseer, Mr. Boggis, was out with the militia 
and is wounded ; and there's a report of a white 
man lying dead near the Silver Hill negro houses ; 
not a black will touch the body, and the whites 
have too much on their hands in watching the 
living to look after the dead." 
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Stella shuddered. " Those wretches who fired 
at my cousin made sure, I dal*e say, that they had 
killed him also." 

" Ah ! Miss Joddrell, when we ^are judging these 

blacks, let us remember that we cannot escape 
from the pitiless logic of cause and effect. Those 
who sow the whirlwind wiU reap the tempest 
— they and their children's children. All our 
actions, poUtical or private, show by their results. 
Miss Stella, whether there be any taint at their 
root"* 

Stella hung her head at this rebuke, and Dr. 
McNiel adding, " Live and let live, is both safe 
policy and sound morality,** went back to his 
patient. 

As soon as it was possible to expect it, a score of 
Cedar Valley negroes appeared with the bedstead 
and mattress : Tom Hubbard had gone forward to 
order. Miss Portia's splendid new sedan, now 
sadly battered, and its bright colours dimmed and 
soiled, was sent for Stella's use. 
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How tenderly those blacks carried Mr. Gautier 
along the rough path^ hewn through rocks ! they 
did not pick theur way : many a stone bruised^ 
many a thorn pricked their naked feet : not one 
even so much as winced for fear of shaking 
their helpless burden. Yet these very negrocft 
had with difficulty refrsdned from joining tjje 
rebelliaus crews of the night before I 

The West Indian blacky with his apathetic 
intelligence and keen sensations^ receives every 
external impression with avidity. Easily inflamed, 
easily terrified, easily subjugated, even with few 
hmnanizmg influences, he nevertheless showB 
himself more gentle and affectionate, and perhaps 
less cruel in his fury, than any belonging to other 
races. 

The faces of Mr. Gautier's bearers were 
puckered into that peculiar pouting grimace 
which with negroes betokens sorrow and com- 
passion. 

It was well on towards noon, the intense light 
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of the sun making the sky look white, when 
the mournful cavalcade turned the garden of 
Cedar Valley Great House. 

In the porch stood Mrs. Gautier, a mater 
dolorosa, indeed : the wounded man was her only 
son, and she was a widow. 

Louis was carried into the largest bedroom; 
th^ mother, the doctor, and the absolutely neces- 
sary attendants alone passed in with them. 

As the door closed on Louis, Stella shivered 
all over ; she put out her hands to steady her- 
self, for she felt the earth whirling round with 
her. Luckily, Tom Hubbard was close enough 
to catch hold of her. 

"I 'blieve the young lady be a dying for 
hunger,** said O'Halloran, who felt himself starv- 
ing. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

CONFLICT. 

Is it necessary formally to state that Stella did 
not sail in the Vectis ? 

Olympia had had the courage to remind that 
pale, troubled creature, wandering to and fro in 
the house and out of it — standing beneath the 
window of the room where lay Louis to catch at 
every sound, and then at the slightest moan of 
pam, rushing wildly into the plantation — Olympia 
had had the courage to remind her that her 
passage was taken, and to ask if she had given 
up her intention of returning to England. 

For a long period Dr. McNiel rides daily 
through the avenue of trees, from which Stella's 
inheritance is named. Yet, in all his visits to 
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the Great House^ the Doctor had never seen the 
young lady, its mistress, since the morning he 
and she had brought Mr. Gautier thither. 
/ Madame Olympia had been the only one of 
the three ladies at Cedar Valley who had per- 
formed the honours of the house to him. To 
her he had spoken out all the doubts and fears 
his mind harboured, and that he carefully 
hid from the piteous-looking mother. Madame 
Olympia knew that Gautier might not live ; and 
that if life itself were spared, his health would 
never be restored. 

*^ He is unconscious," confided the doctor, *^ that 
he has had a stroke of paralysis — very slight, it 
is true, but a sad fact What a contradiction it 
is to try so desperately to preserve a man's life, 
when the result must be pain and poverty." 

Stella had no courage to be present at the long 
conversations which were held between Olympia 
and Dr. McNiel ; for, afiier his first visit, she had 
been driven almost frantic by Olympiads explana- 
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tions of the doctor's reasons for and against Louis's 
recovery. Qi^e had been enongh; Stella pre- 
ferred housekeeper Manie's statements^ given with 
sighs and groans, to the doctor's professional cheer- 
fidness or professional gloom. Besides, she did 
not like Dr. McNiel : she had long since discovered 
a want of cordiality in his manner to Mr. Gautier. 
One day as the doctor was jogging quietly 
along on his favourite mule, it started violently, 
and nearly pitched the Jamaica Esculapius over 
its head. A tall, thin, white-clothed figure stood 
in the path. 

« Soh, soh. Poll 1 Ah, Miss Joddrell ! no 
wonder poor Polly's eyes were dazzled; there's 
a saying that the best of mules is sure to play 
a shabby trick once in its life. Tou have heard 
of the man who rode the same mule for twenty 
years without an accident. In gratitude he had 
its skeleton hung up in his dining-haU, and one 
day down it fell and crushed him. It doesn't do 
to despise old sayings." 
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Stella had been waiting for the doctor far out 
of sight of the windows of the house. Day after 
day she had seen him come and go^ with a sicken- 
ing heart, and every night the Maman had kissed 
and blessed her, but not till the last evening had 
she heard one hopeful word of Louis's state ; then 
the Maman said, " He is much easier." 

This was how it was that Stella took courage 
to waylay the doctor, but far from Olympia's 
keen ears and eyes. 

With a poor attempt to smile at his story, 
Stella abruptly asked the same question she had 
put on the morning at Miss Portia's desolate 
house — 

" Will he recover now ?" 

" Indeed, and I believe he will," answered Dr. 
McNiel; "indeed, I may venture to say he is 
out of danger; a little lameness and debility, 
perhaps, but his life is safe." 

" Thank you," said Stella, and left him. 

The doctor went along with something addi- 
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tlonal to ponder on; he thinks a good deal about 
the family at Cedar Valley. 

Stella took her way to the river side, where 
she had sat with Louis the morning of the obi, 
the morning which had seen the first act of the 
Cedar Valley tragedy. 

Very oft^n Stella has sought this same spot — ^has 
stayed there for hours, tossmg into the bubbling 
water the leaves and blossoms growing within 
her reach, her business apparently to watch with 
half-closed eyes their eddying movements. She 
was not thinking of them, however, though 
they were so lovely and sweet, though among 

them were those "Larksheels which in the 
middle of carnations and gillyflowers make a de- 
licate tussiemussie, or nosegay, both for scent and 
smell." * 

Infinite combinations of the same thoughts and 
memories occupied her, just as from the same 

colours of the weeds she played with, she might 

♦ Parkinson's " Paradise.*' 

VOL. in. P 



210 COUSm STELLA. 

have painted the coimtless variety of tints in 
nature. 

It was there she again heard cousin Louis's voice 
as she had heard it at the gray rock^ on the 
terrace, on tiie only occasions when they had 
spoken one to the other out of the ftilness of 
their hearts. There had been more of discord 
than of harmony between them, more of struggle 
than of peace ; yet the echo of those dialogues had 
an ineffiible charm for Stella. 

She is thinking now, for the first time since the 
22nd of December, of the future. 

Louis out of daoger — ^Louis going to resume 
his place m the &mily. What have been his 
feelings on hearing that Olympia is a widow? 
—for it is so indeed* 

Mr. Smythe, or Smith, was foimd dead on the 
road leading up to Silver Hill. His hand still 
lay on a double-barrelled gun by his side, and 
both barrels bore traces of having been lately 
discharged. 
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The body showed no marks of violence. Upon 
careful investigation it was proved that the canse 
of death had not been external The slender 
thread of a worn life had been snapped suddenly 
by the ^notions of that fearful night. 

The stranger was decently interred in the 
church-yard of Mr. Eff 's little diurch. The only 
mourner^ Tom Hubbard, who observed "that 
apparently he had come to Jamaica just in the 
nick of time to make himself generally useftil 
and agreeable.'' 

** Why not four-and-twenty hours sooner ? " had 
questioned Olympia's troubled mind, when she 
was told of the occurrence. Why not ? because 
retribution is a sleuth-hound that never loses scent 
of our mistakes, our errors, our crimes, and comes 
up to us just as we think ourselves safest, and 
drags us to the ground. 

In those long interviews between Dr. McNiel 
and Olympia, remarked on by Stella, the Doctor 
had made known a suspicion that weighed on 

V 2 
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his mind. He had compared the buUets^extracted 
from Mr. Gautier's wound with some found in 
Mr. Smythe's pocket : they were exactly similar. 

*^Had Mr. Gautier ever mentioned how he 
received his wounds ? " asked the agitated Olym- 
pia. 

^* No more allusion than this : — He had reached 
the half-way tree, when he met an overseer 
riding for bare life to Kingston, who called to 
him that the negroes were setting fire to all 
the properties, and killing every white. He 
had galloped back, was shot close to Silver Hill, 
and he believed he owed his life only to Kaled's 
swiftness and courage." 

Madame Olympia entreated Dr. McNiel to keep 
his suspicions a secret. She alluded to her 
present situation, painful enough, but which 
would become intolerable were it even surmised 
that she had been the cause which nerved her 
husband's hand to take Mr. Gautier's life. She 
could never face Mrs. Gautier again, nor Stella, 
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on whom she was now entirely dependent, and 
who was not too well inclined towards Madame 
Olympia. Everybody knows how fast and far 
confidence goes when there is any secret between 
two persons. Madame Olympia did not tell the 
Doctor that she had done her best by unkind 
innuendo and hypocritical advice to force Stella 
to sail in the Vectis, and that words had passed 
between them on that occasion which women 
rarely forgive — and never forget. 

It was one morning early in May that Mrs. 
Gautier said to Stella, " You will see Louis this 
afternoon." 

Unseen herself, Stella watched her cousin being 
assisted into the large dining-hall. She tried to 
get a glimpse of his face, but in vain ; she will 
go round by the porch, and then she can wear 
he4 large hat; she cannot help shrinking from 
the interview. Another five minutes and she 
is by the invalid's side. He is lying on the large 
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so£sL drawn axsross the east window; the concli 
has been placed there, because the light falls 
softened through a screen of trees. 

Louis held out his hand to Stella as soon as 
he caught sight of her figure, turning his wan 
face eagerly to hers. 

She clasped his hand firmly, but she could 
not look at him. 

•* I am so glad, cousin Louis " her heart 

leapt up and cut shoct her words. 

"You look well and happy," he said, with 
an expression of surprise, and disappointed sur- 
prise, in his eyes at the glorious beauty before 
him. The bright colour emotion had called into 
lier cheeks made her quite unlike the pale, droop- 
ing girl he had pictured to himsel£ Would not 
cousin Louis's dknger banish the roses from, 
cousin Stella's cheeks and lips, and deaden the 
lustre of her eyes? However, it takes a Icaig 
time ere sorrow prints indelible marks on a 
yoimg fieuse; but had Louis glanced at Stella a 
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quarter of an hour later^ he would have thought 
her pale enough* 

How quickly her ear discerned in the tone of 
Louis's voice something amis8» 

She gazed at him then, and the purple light 
faded &om her countenance. On his brow the 
shadow of death still lingered; his coal-black 
hair was lavishly besprinkled with grey; his fine 
active form shrunken and helpless. 

'^Dearer, dearer, far dearer thus," was the 
wild cry of her soul, repressed on her trembling 
lips* 

Louis had dropped her hand, laid back his 
head on the pillow, and closed his eyes. She 
could trace every vein in their large lids, and 
she stood there gathering into her heart of hearts, 
every sign of his suffering — the sunken temples, 
the cheek tight to the bone, the colourless lips* 

Louis was not cured^ Dr. McNiel was 
trifling with them all. Reader, have you ever 
trembled for a life dearer than your own— ever 
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contemplated the sharp outlines of beloved 
features, the eyes drawn backwards into the 
sockets; and, gazing on the transparent skin of 
face and hands, been able quite to believe the 
man of science who assures you that all danger 
is past? Have not cold moistures broken out 
on your brow, and unbidden, unbanishable fears 
chilled the marrow of your bones, and driven 
sleep from your nights and tranquillity from your 
days? 

Stella had no room in her niind for conjectures 
as to the impression she had made on Louis. 
She was far from any idea that the glow, which 
happiness at again seeing him had spread over 
her, had jarred his sensitive nature. 

Mrs. Gautier sat on one of the high, old- 
fashioned chairs that were ranged against the 
wall. In the air of her whole person, though 
she was busy knitting, there was that peculiar 
shade of unsettledness one remarks in travellers 
stopping at an inn, even when they engage in 
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one of their usual home occupations. The Ma* 
man's very seat, taken at random, near neither 
to table nor window, nor yet isolated enough 
to afford room for gatliering round her either 
work-basket or books, was characteristic of one 
who feels herself a passenger. 

Aunt Portia was shut up in her sedan chair, 
seeing visions or sleeping, at all events retired 
from public view. 

Stella would have given worlds to know how 
Louis and Olympia had met. 

Within reach of Mr. Gautier's sofa was the 
widow Smith or Smythe, in black bombazeen, 
but without weeds, reading an English newspaper : 
her brow as smooth, as serene, as that of a happy, 
sleeping infant 

Dr. McNiel's entrance broke the palpable 
silence. He felt his patient's pulse, then began 
retailing the news of the day. The island was 
relieved from martial law, the West Indian mer- 
cantile body had presented the Colonial Secretary 
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widi a protest against the Orders in Council of 
183 15 those orders which the people of Jamaica 
accused of having caused the late insurrection* 
The Ministers had agreed to grant a committee 
for inquiry ; and in the meantime the orders were 
actually suspended. 

" There is only one reasonable thing to do now," 
said Louis. 

" And that is ? " asked the Doctor. 

^^To grant immediate emancipation. Doctor. 
The slaves have been forced into thinking for 
themselves ; mere ameliorations in the condition 
of the negroes will not answer any longer. 
Either the severest restrictions. Doctor, or ftdl 
and entire liberty ; half a dozen more years of 
half measures and Jamaica is ruined." 

How strange to hear Louis's voice in calm 
discussion* To Stella it was as though she were, 
dreaming. 

*^It's well the folks down yonder do not 
e ar you," replied Dr. McNieL " They are mad 



coarpucT. 219 

on the qaestion. Treason^ Rebellion, America, St. 
Domingo, anjtlung rather than Emancipation." 

" There is no moral nnity among us," replied 
Louis, ."so we are sure of coming off losers. 
For years I have seen the worse than uselessness 
of endeavouring to compromise matters between 
immediate material interest and conscience. It 
is^Uke milhing a he-goat into a sieve — ^nothing 
remaining of nothing. I shall try and play well 
the only part for which I am now fit, that of a 
wearied spectator of the fulfilment of our general 
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The Doctor was one of those persons who like 
to lay aside a subject on which there may be a 
difference of opinion. So without answering, he 
turned his professional gaze on the ladies, and 
startled every one present by exclaiming, — 

" Miss Joddrell, I must take you in hand : what ] 
have you been doing to yourself?" 

" I am quite well, I assure you," said Stella, 
shortly. 
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" What I" he had hold of her wrist. *• Well ? 
with your pulse in a racing gallop 1 if you con- 
tradict me again^ I'll order you to England by 
next packet" 

Stella laughed. "Indeed, Doctor, tliere is 
nothing the matter with me. I have been out 
too long in the sun perhaps." 

^* You had better lay some embargo on Stella's 
long walks and rides," observed Olympia. ** She 
is sometimes out nearly the whole day." 

"Ridel exclaimed Louis; "that is a new 
habit, is it not? Do you venture out alone?" 

Before Stella could vouch that her only rides 
were on Sunday to church, the Doctor, as if 
there was some affinity in his mind between 
Miss Joddrell's rides and the tall Lieutenant, 
said — 

"By-the-by, I have not met Mr. Hubbard 
here for some time." 

" He scarcely ever comes ; but after the arrival 
of letters and newspapers from England," said 
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the Maman. " The young gentleman has been full 
of thoughtful attention for you, my son," she 
added, turning towards Mr. Gautier. 

" Very tall young man, that," observed the 
Doctor to Louis. 

« Very." 

" Not so tall as a man I once saw," cried Miss 
Portia, putting her head forth from her sedan. 
" Miss Joddrell, will you remind me to measure 
the top of Mr. Hubbard's thumb the next time he 
pays us a visit. The man I mean had a thumb 
with a top exactly the size of a crown piece." 

For months after this, life at Cedar Valley 
moved with a desperate regularity. At the same 
hour, the noon of each day, Louis was helped to 
his sofa; at the same hour, that of sunset, he 
retired to his own room. He passed the inter- 
mediate time on the large couch, surrounded by, 
nay, nearly covered with newspapers — ^his great 
interest in life seemed to be newspapers — and 
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Stella's first exercise of power aB mistress of the 
house was to gratify this taste of cousin Louis. 
Tom Hubbard^ instigated by her, sent up the news- 
papers and magazines received by his regiment, 
and every island paper was regularly to be found 
day after day on the reading table, placed con- 
veniently within Mr. Gautier's reach. 
f Louis never refiised to converse, though he 
I seldom took the initiative. It was perfectly 

I evident that he wished to avoid all discussions 

I 

i 

; of the catastrophe at Silver Hill ; it would have 

j seemed, indeed, from what he had said to Dr. 

I 

' McNiel, that he considered his game of life played 

out ; Tie was like one without hope or fear. 

The object of g^ieral care and attention, he 
was gentle and complying, the only proof he 
could give of grateiul feeling, and heaven knows 
what it must have cost him, a man once so in- 
dependent in every personal habit, to be waited 
on as if he were a helpless infant For at times 
he was so^ when certain states of the atmo- 
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sphere produced paroxysms of rheumatic agony* 
The hours he had passed lymg an inert mass 
exposed to a heavy dew, had added this trial to 
the effiocts of his wounds. 

Olympia was ^^fixtur^in the general sitting- 
iroom. Louis never repulsed her attentions, but 
he never called on her for assistance. The person 
whose attendance he preferred was clearly the 
negress Manie, the housekeeper at Cedar Valley 
for the third generation of Joddrells. 

Appearances were tranquil within the Great 
House; but there was more than an absence of 
all cordiality, there was isolation of feeling as 
well as cold formality among the indwellerB, 
that removed them only a very few degrees from 
a community of Trappists. 

It was^ not, however, only the dulness of a 
certain fixed routine, it was rather to be com- 
pared to the lull which, whether in external nature 
or in the inner life of man, interrupts for a short 
time a tempest 
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For a while Stella lived in nervous dread of 
her cousin expressing that wisb^ which flutters 
when it does not actually terrify — ^for lives there 
the human being, even with the clearest con- 
science, who hears with equanimity those words, 
*'I wish to speak to you?" Will any one who 
may be so obliging as to read these pages think 
the matter over for a minute, he will instantly 
understand all that is not written down in fear 
of too lengthy a digression. 

But as one day was quietly added to the 
other, and the words were not spoken, Stella, who 

m 

had hitherto continued the habit of long walks, 
with which Olympia had accounted for her ill 
looks, began to remain in the sittmg-room for 
hours, excessively occupied with her crochet- 
work. Amazing, indeed, what she accomplished 
in that way at this period. The first painful 
beating of her heart just alluded to had been 
followed by a hazy, dreamy pleasure. Once more 
it is better only to note this sensation, and to trust 
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to its being understood^ both in its cause and 
effect. A similar experience, however, alone can 
make it comprehensible. 

Miss Portia and her sedan had been always 
fixtures in that long un-homeish room. The old 
woman was too inquisitive to leave the family 
gathering, although the irritating crackling of 
Louis Gautier's newspapers had over and over 
again nearly given her an attack of her worst 
blues. The first time Aunt Portia missed the 
rustle of her foes, she looked out of her sedan 
to make sure that the invalid was present. Tes, 
there he was, and with a newspaper in his hand, 
and Miss Stella working at one of the windows. 
When those little quick explosions of dry paper 
began again, the old head again was protruded : 
Miss Stella was absent. Miss Portia continued 
her observations, even with the aid of a pocket 
spy-glass, through which her prophetic sight 
discerned signs of an inevitable conflict. It com- 
menced thus— 

VOL. m. Q 
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Olympia began to make Stella sxifier from her 
old incoiisistendies of miaimer. The widow's ways 
were worth studying. Now miduly exalting 
Stella^, forcing her to take the lead though Mrs. 
Grautier wa3 there^ referring to her decision and 
wishes, treatii^ her as a queen surrounded by 
courtiexs — the moat ungraceful position for a 
young girl ; theu> at other moments, pitilessly 
overshadowing her in any attempt to join in the 
general ccmvearsation, speaking at one and the 
same instant as though she neither heard nor saw 
Stella. . These were the sole occasions on which 
Mr* Gaulifa: exerted himself- He would inter* 
rupt Olympia by observing, *^ Stella is speaking. 
What were yoia saying, Stella?" 

A& soon 33 he had checked Olympia's intoler* 
ance, Louis would take up hia newspaper again^ 
and decidedly avoid encounjiering Stella's glance. 
la those moments Olympiai's eyes would be full 
of a fierce, uncontrollable hatred, as they settled 
first on one cousin and then the other. 



COKFIICT. 227 

But nothing could be more unsettled than 
Olympia's temper ; a true testimony to the heayi- 
ness of her heart. More clouds are gathering on 
Stella's sky. 

It i& not to be supposed that no attentions from 
without the &mily circle were paid to Mr. Jod- 
drell's heiress* On the contrary, invitations and 
o&rs of service literally poured in upon her. 
Besides being the wealthiest girl in Japaica she 
was a beauty^ and the heroine of strange, romantic 
storie& 

But not only did kindliness take cognizance 
of thfi beiresa of Cedar Valley, malevolence was 
abo at work. Pretty Auntie was not alone in 
tJiinlcing that Stella was in a wrong position. 

Mn Gautier and her son were not spared; 
they were denounced as. self-sedking, self-ior 
terested — determined to take advantage of the 
dear girl's orphan eonditiom The monotony 
of SteUa's days was broken by a paper assault. 
Reports travelled to EngUmd and came back 

Q 2 
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again to her^ accompanied by rebuke and 
censure, and all those galling Insinuations a 
female pen can so politely and affectionately 
administer. 

** If I were not so deeply interested in you, 
my dear girl, I would not mention the subject. 
Believe me, I tell you what no one else ven- 
tures to say to you, but what is said in plain 
terms behind your back." But the worst of all 
to bear were covert insinuations about Louis 
and the widow. " She would find some day how 
completely she had been made a fool of. She did 
not see that she was used as a screen,'' &c. &c. 

Hitherto Stella had accepted life as a child 
accepts it That was no longer possible. By that 
cruel paper war, she learned the weighty part 
that public opinion plays in the happiness or peace 
of our lives. 

This new, unknown power made her tremble 
— ^for she knew not how to combat it; she 
did not scruple to express the indignation that 
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fired her; she wrote a distmct explanation of 
her situation to her aunt. Ending with these 
words, " that no enemies could have shown them- 
selves more barbarous^ more unjust than her 
friends." Nothing she dreaded more than letters 
from England. 

More than once she had asked herself, if 
there were really any wrong in her remaining 
at Cedar Valley with the Maman and her 
cousin. 

^^ Because he is dearer to me than anyone else 
in the world, is that the reason why I should pro- 
pose to leave him. Where is the wrong ? I can- 
not see it. K there be any, cousin Louis will 
bid me go and I wiH obey ; not till then, though 
all the world write me horrible letters." 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

CONFLICT. 

The heavy autanmal rains were come and gone. 
Steel gray donds were flying low over the sky ; it 
looked indeed as if another shower were at hand^ 
when suddenly a broad blue expanse appeared 
overhead, with a bordering of rosy,piUowy clouds. 
The change was magical : the twittering of birds, 
the hum of insects, the sound of human voices — 
of human labour, the wholesome smell of the 
refreshed earth filled the air, lately so mournful 
with the unceasing drip and steam of heavy rain- 
drops. 

Even Miss Portia was wooed by the return- 
ing brightness and warmth to creep out of her 
sedan, to look at reviving nature. 
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Louis and Olympia were in tibe dining-hall. 
Thej had never been left alone^ by some acci- 
dent; for five consecative minutes^ since they had 
both been inmates of the Great House of Cedar 
Valley. Olympia's colour came and went rapidly^ 
ber bosom heaved: she was hot and cold: she 
was about to throw her last throw. 

What a change from those days when these 
two persons' thoughts were exdbanged freely. 
They still continued to say " Gautier " and 
** Olympia," but the fiimiKarity of the appellations 
was frozen away by the tone in which either 
spoke to tlie other. 

** Louis Gautier ! ^ exclaimed Olympia, at 
length. 

At once he laid a^de his newspaper, and waited 
that she should continue her speech, , his look 
dwelling calmly on her face. She was daunted, 
and tears of mortification sprung to her eyes. 
He immediately resumed his reading. 

Olympia tried to find words to put her case 
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before him, but in vain ; there was none of that 
enthusiasm of feeling left in her, which, torrent- 
like, overbears all obstacles to its free expres- 
sion. 

Olympia, as Nena Perez, had begun life with 
the ardent desire of achieving a certain social 
position. She set herself diligently to attain 
this end, thanking Providence for having made 
her devoid of very lively sympathies — calm^ 
passionless. Oljrmpia, like many others, mistook 
want of development for want of passion ; never- 
theless she was so far right in her estimate of 
herself, for her nature was not one* of those 
created for, nor delighting in self-devotion. She 
was capable of an act of devotedness, but that 
is not a proof of the capability of a profound^ 
unmixed afiection. All violent persons give 
occasional examples of magnanimity : the sort of 
heroism with which brigands and assassins asto- 
nish the world. 

In the long interval of separation that had 
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lately occurred between her and Mr. Gautier, 
Qlympia had had time for reflection on the past, 
and for consideration of the fdtare. Dwelling 
on all she had been^ as companion, friend, and 
disinterested aid, to Louis, she deepened the 
colours of the picture she drew of herself, involun- 
tarily, as people do when they have any interest 
in doing so; washing away the brighter tints 
from Gautier's kindness to herself. A transfor- 
mation of her sentiments towards him had indeed 
commenced from the night on which she had 
betrayed her jealousy of Stella. She could not 
forgive him the struggle it had cost him to decide 
in favour of friendship. The tie they had both 
believed everlasting was undermined from that 
houn It is as old as the hills, but as true also, 
the saying that Friendship will not last where the 
dignity of virtue does not preside. 

Olympia in loving, loved herself, her interests, 
her comfort, her own pleasure. As we love the 
source of joy, so we are apt to dislike that of 
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pain ; ne wonder then that she wearied of her 
situation^ that she felt that any result was pre- 
ferable to that of a slow petrifisuilion. She was 
irritated by the calm benevolence with which 
she was treated^ by the sense of her dependence 
on Stella. She must act ; any action would aaod 
should alter her position. It was expedi^icy, 
bom of stubborn resolve, which prompted this 
appeal to Louis Gautier. 

« Why are you so changed, so coldly unkind?'* 
as she asked these questions her hand was placed 
on his shoulder. 

** The smart of a wound constantly reminds one 
of the hand that inflicted it," he replied. 

"A wound I I don't understand; how could 
I have wounded you?" she said, in an excited 
manner. 

"I am sorry you need to ask," answered .Louis, 
with grave sadness. "You wounded me when 
you forswore truth, family ties, and all womanly 
delicacy. When you suffered the motherless 
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daughter of your own sister to receive loverlike 
attentions from the man you were aware wa& 
your husband^ wilftdly hiduig the fact frcmi me. 
We were to havB no secrets from one anotiier^ 
you remember. No thanks to you if that inno- 
C5ent girl has not been tortured m order to provide 
the amusement of an idle hour. Olympia^ have 
you^ indeed^ no conoeption of the pang it gives, 
me to know that all I admired and valued in 
you was a sham and a lie l^ 

^ A man should feel himself very clear of 
conscience who flings such heavy stones at 
another." 

^ My conscience clear I " Gautier smiled^ 
bitterly; **but I am not guilty towards you^ 
Olympia, — not guilty towards you ! " 

"Guilty to whom, then?* she asked, with an 
impossibility of restraining herself. "You are 
dumb ? Guilty, I suppose, of not opening your 
arms to receive Miss Joddrdl when she was 
ready to fling herself into them," 
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" Hush — hush 1 remember whose roof shelters 
you." 

-Thank you for remmding me of the proper 
demeanour and sentiments of a dependant. Don't 
excuse yourself; I am perfectly aware that it is 
my own fault if I am so — ^that I ought to haye 
refiised your and your mother's kind offer. I 
ought to have known that one is never long 
indispensable to any one. It was an experience 
that my age warranted my having gathered. I 
blame no one but myself for all that is come and 
gone. It is never too late to mend^ however, 
and in fiiture I shall follow the good example 
set me— think only of myself." Olympia's argu- 
ments in her own favour might have stretched 
still further had she not glanced at Gautier to 
see the effect of her words. " Oh ! Gautier, for- 
give me!" she exclaimed, when she saw his head 
had fallen helplessly back on the pillow. 

" Don't be alarmed," he said : " a man does not 
die so easily." 
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Neither of them had observed that Stella had 
come to the door just at the moment that Olympia 
had placed her hand familiarly on Mr. Gautier's 
shotdder. The pain the poor girl felt was so like 
the stab of a sharp weapon, that she put her 
hand np to her bosom as if to find the wound. 
She did not stay a minute in the house. She ran 
without stopping to the burial ground; roses 
bloomed now around her mother's grave. 

Anguish and anger rent her between them. 

^ I wish I could tear this love out of my heart. 
I wish I could only care for doing good. No ; I 
don't wish to give up loving him. I had rather 
be unhappy than happy not loving him. Why 
does she come between us again, with her artftil 
eyes? and he knows her — knows she is not 
good. It makes me wicked — wicked only to 
think of her deceiving him again. I don't care 
to live if I cannot serve him. If I have to 
go away and leave him all the good in me will go 
too." 
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Poor young girll how fiercelj her eyes were 
gleaming down on the mounds before her — all the 
life and passion in her to come to a quiet bed in 
the eartL Some such thoughts struck Stella, 
perhaps, for she exclaimed aloud — 

^^ Ejiowing I shall be tranquil enough and feel 
no pain by and by, doesn't take the agony, away 
from me now. Why was the world created if 
no one is happy?" 

There was no one near to argue with or soothe 
her, but placid nature rebuked her. The even- 
ing song of birds, the slanting gleam of sunshine 
across the graves, the gentle waving of the leaves 
of the trees, the breeze that lifted her hair and 
cooled her hot brow, reproached her with her 
violence. 



" I am uneasy about Stella^" remarked Mrs* 
Oautier, one day, suddenly breaking the silence 
of the haU, and without particularly addressing 
anyone. 



1 
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^'What do you see amiss about her?" asked 
Olympia, in a dry tone. 

^* Whenever I look at her* ' replied the Maman^ 
*^ I ask myself, is she going to heaven so socm?" 

You might have heard the dropping of a pin, 
80 absolute was the hush in the room. 

" Olympia 1" called out Louis, presently. His 
voice made her start violently. She went close 
to his sofa, and he spoke so that she alone could 
hear what he said. 

^^ You asked me the other day to whom I had 
been guilty, and you answered your own question. 
Yes, I confess it, I have been guilty to Stella. 
For your sake I strangled my love for her in its 
birth. Yes; incredible as it may seem to you, 
I did so, that you might never have your home 
of 80 many years made less happy to you. For 
scarcely had I owned to myself the strength of 
my feeling for my cousin, than her firaokness, 
poor child, allowed me to see how inimical she 
was to you. I never thought oSyou as the enemy 
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of my young love. I believed you more than 
any other mortal free of earthly taint. Proud 
of my own justice and strength, I used her 
cruelly.'* 

*^ It is not too late to remedy that false step." 

"Good Godl** he exclaimed, "do you think 
that I could oflfer this poor crippled form, never 
free from pain, to any woman — ^to a girl rich in 
health, youth, and beauty. Where have I the 
sunshine, the gladness, the protecting strength, 
the bridegroom's offerings to the bride? Look at 
this," and he held towards her a thin, nerveless 
hand : he bared his wrist, he made an efibrt to 
raise a common-sized book lying on the table by 
him and failed. '^ It is fitted, is it not, to pluck 
a rosebud, and to guard it ? " 

" Is your illness also to be laid to my charge ? " 
asked Olympia, with a changing colour, and a 
voice that she tried in vain to keep steady. 

*^We will leave that subject alone, if you 
please," said Louis, coldly. 
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" Then I have nothing further to say to you," 
returned Olympia. ** With your character, one- 
sided, as Mrs. Dashwood calls it, we should never 
come to an understanding again. The best thing 
for us both is to part." 

"You are your own mistress," he said. "I 
had hoped you would have acknowledged the 
wrong you have done us all, and made our 
remaining together, or our parting, less bitter." 

" Confessions are about as useless things as 
reproaches. I could never be again in your eyes 
what I was, though I wore sackcloth and ashes 
for the rest of my life. I don't choose to accept 
of mere good-will. All I request is, that you 
trouble yourself no further about me. Perhaps 
I am not so black as you paint me : " and she went 
away queenlike. 

Truly the experiences of life are bitter potions j 
one of the bitterest to swallow is, that friendship 
can turn to enmity, that the tie we thought 
binding may be broken by passion or interest. 

VOL. m. B 
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Neither Lonls^ nor the Maman, nor Stella 
ever saw OlTmpia again after that erening* She 
shook hands all round as they separated for tlie 
night She hesitated a little when by Mrs. 
Gautier's side^ holding the old lady's hand 
between both of hers. 

^' Good-night, Maman," she said, twice over. 

The next morning, when Stella went to the 
stables as usual, one of the stable-boys came and 
told her that Madame Olympia had gone out 
for a ride on Kaled, and ^^ young missus no need 
be uneasy," Madame 'Lympia left word so. 

This news annoyed Stella, for she had never 
allowed Kaled to be mounted since the day he 
had carried her to Aunt Portia's ruined dwelling. 
She had learned to go every morning to Kaled's 
stall, without fear of his hind legs, to feed him 
with bread and sugar. He, on his part, had 
learned to know her voice, and to receive her 
with the whinny of pleasure formerly reserved 
for his master* Kaled's only discipline was the 
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being taken out an airing by a groom mounted 
on another horse ; no saddle was to press his back 
until Louis could ride him again. Not a very 
wise provision for the invalid's comfort and safely, 
but a natural enough resolve in a romantic girl. 

Stella had therefore a moment of real anger 
when she heard that Olympia was riding Kaled^ 
but when second breakfast was served, and neither 
horse nor lady had returned, annoyance gaye 
place to uneasiness. 

"Olympia visits nowhere," said the Maman, 
in distress. '^ She must have met with an acci- 
dent." 

Louis became even paler than usual as he 
remarked : " She rides welL" He wished he had 
spoken less severely yesterday. 

" I will send people to the gap " (the meeting 
of four roads), said Stella. *^Some one must 
have met or heard of her." 

**Send to Dr. McNiePs," cried Miss Portia, 
putting her head out of her sedan. 

B2 
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"Then you know where Olympia is gone. 
Aunt Portia." 

** Yes, Miss Joddrell, I do know ! " replied 
Miss Portia, in her deepest, most prophetic tone. 

The old woman wore her former air of triumph. 

Ever since she had failed to foresee the events 
of the insurrection, so personally interesting to 
herself and her intimates, she had been painfully 
silent and humble. No inducing her to take 
any interest in her own concerns. She had 
refused any interviews with her fat negroes, 
leaving them in full possession of her property. 
Reasoning with her was in vain. "I have 
had enough of the world," said she, "plenty of 
revolutions — no progress. Virtue ! thou art 
but a name! — sad sentence, but I fear true as 
^d." 

Miss Portia had lost all her occupations at once. 
Prophetess, Proprietor, Emancipationist, Revo- 
lutionist — all gone at once. Nothing left her, but 
her sedan chair. 
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As if she were radiant with oracular brevity, 
she pronounced her order to seek Olympia at 
Dr. McNiel's: her words relieved every one of 
her hearers. They guessed her second-sight had 
the sure foundation of fact. 

Before sunset the messenger despatched to the 
Doctor's brought word back that Madame Olympia 
had been there, and had left again in company 
with Dr. McNiel. 

** Well ! " exclaimed Miss Portia, significantly, 
and letting her eyes travel from one face to the 
other. 

"Can you tell us when she will come back. 
Aunt Portia ? " asked Stella. 

** Sleep soundly. Miss Joddrell ; Madame Olym- 
pia hasn't been as safe as she is this day for 
many a year past : " and the window of the sedan 
was inexorably closed. 

' The next day passed in expectation not the less 
keen that there was no continual " I wonder " 
beginning or cutting in two every phrase. News 
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of the ItigitiYe might be hoped for when the 
negroes sent to the town for varioos stores came 
back in the evening. 

Befate that, howerer. Lieutenant Tom Hubbard, 
on his charger, was seen by those in the large hal]> 
riding by the porch. He dismounted in the yard, 
and instead of entering the Great House, sent 
to request Miss Joddrdl to come out and speak 
to hinu 

As Stella was passing throng the door, near 
which was Aunt Portia's sacred comer, one of 
the glasses of the sedan was quietly let down, 
and Aunt Portia looked forth, nodding and 
chuckling. In a querulous, quavering voice she 
sung — 

" She's o'er the sea with Jock o' Prospect House." 

Tom gave his information very concisely. 

" Funny, ain't it ? " he observed. " I was 
chief mourner to her first husband, and best 
man to her second." 
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Stdk ooukl not believe it ; would not believe 
it^- 

"What! Olympia married to that red-faced, 
sandy-haired, bush doctor ? " 

"By special lic^ice, I assure yon," repeats 

Tom. 

" She scarcely knew him>" says Miss Stella, 
aghast. 

" Ah ! but she did though ; he's been in love 
with her for years. She might have married 
him before, if she hadn't been married already, 
you know," replies Tom. " He explained it all 
to me ; a long attachment,^ aQd all that." 
He is so rough, and old, and ungainly I " 
Beauty is in the lover's eye," says Tom, 
philosophically. 

" Oh I Tom, dorCt be so tiresome ; do tell me 
the truth." 

" I have told you the truth, the whole truth V 
and nothing but the truth. The parson asked : 
' Who gives this woman away?' Then the derk 



<( 



a 



4 



248 COUSIN STELLA. 

nudged me, and whispers, * Sir, you are to say, 
I do.' So I called out, * I do; ' and then the doctor 
said, * I will ; ' and the lady made a sort of bow. 
By jingo, my blood ran cold when the parson 
sung out, * For better, for worse.' I say, Stella, 
one must be terribly far gone not to cut and 
run when one hear& a man laying down the 
law so strict" 

"It is horrible!" observes Stella. 

"Well, I feel it just so," returns Tom. 

" To think of her being so rash." 

" As to that she was right to be quick about it 
if it was to be done. Nobody could go through 
with it in cold blood, you know. It's as bad as 
• hearing the articles of war read." 

" Oh ! Tom, you don't understand. The words 
are beautiftd ; it's the act of profaning them that 
is horrible." 

Tom whipped the leaves of the rose bush 
nearest to him, and remained silent. They were 
walking in the path running along at the top 



CONPLICT. 249 

of the barbecue, between a hedge of roses 
and oleanders, and in sight of the large hall. 
Louis from his sofa could see them as they 
earnestly talked. 

"No; I csLTX-not understand it," exclaimed 
Stella. 

"Marriages are made in heaven: that's the 
way my mother accounts for their being so 
odd," 

Stella gave him a look of disgust " The law 
of contradiction perhaps," added Tom, concilia- 
tingly. "I can always wager what the wife's 
like if I see the husband, and vice versa. Big 
men always have dumpty wives; and tall wo- 
men, tiny men. Look at my respected parents; 
the highest tip of my father's hair but just 
reaches my mother's shoulder. Beauty marries 
ugliness ; it's meant to be so, in my opinion, else 
there would be a fine monopoly of looks and 
size." 

" Then what a dumpty you will marry," says 
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Stella^ gravely, bridling her neck 80 as to look 
taller than usual. 

" There's exceptions, you know, to every rule,'* 
replied Tom. " But, without joking, it is a 
serious business that marrying-— once done and 
there you are in a regular fix — ^upon my soul, 
you are; and if a fellow marries when he's a 
subaltern, why, you know, he must give up his 
horse." 

*^ I should advise him to be satisfied with the 
horse; he can change that when he likes." 

^* Yes ; and in this blessed climate, a horse is 
a horse. But a pretty, tidy girl to be kind to 
one when one's no end tired with parade, would 
be nice enough too I Forbes of ours looks down- 
right jolly when his little lady is waiting on. 
him, and petting him,^ you can't think how. I 
say, Stella, ain't you rather sick of staying up 
here among niggers and old fogies." 

Stella opened her eyes to their greatest stretch 
on Tom, and some sort of glance shot from them 
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that reduced the Lieutenant to whipping the rose- 
bushes again. 

^* Where is Dr. McNiel?" she asked, "Did 
Olympia send no letter — not even a mes- 
sage?" 

**She wasn't very affable, I can assure you. 
The Doctor told me, he had come in for his 
brother's estate in Scotland — Cataract something 
or other, — and he was retiring to the paternal 
house, and didn't need to be doctoring any 



more." 



Stella thought for a little : then she said, " You 
had better go in and tell the news to the Maman 
and my cousin. 111 follow you presently." 

'*! can't I shan't know what to say — ^they 
are such odd people. I never can get on with 
them a bit" 

" But you must," said Stella, in the tone with 
which she had always governed him in their 
school-room days. She had regularly tyrannised 
over him then. She continued: "You were a 
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witness of the ceremony, and naturally Mrs. 
Gautier would like to hear the particulars from 
you. Just say what you have said to me." 

" Catch me ; it's nothing talking to you : I can 
tell you anything, you know ; but Gautier listens 
somehow in a way, you know, which puts a man 
decidedly out" 

"Oh I now do, Tom. I shall be so much 
obliged to you." 

*' Well ! then, of course, I must ; but I say, 
Stella, don't leave me too long alone with them. 
You come in when you think I have had time to 
do it." 

" Very well, I will ; but now go." 

Tom Hubbard marched up the long hall with 
a valiant air, eye-glass fixed ; cleared his throat, 
and premised— 

" I have something very particular to say to 
you, Mr. Gautier^r-something, perhaps, that will 
astonish you. I 'm not sure how you '11 like it ; 
perhaps you can guess." 
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At this crisis of Tom's peroration, Mr. Gautier's 
pale face flashed a little, and he said in a dry, 
cold voice : — " I am not a good guesser, but I 
think I can assure you, Mr. Hubbard, that 
your news will not annoy me." 

** Oh I very well ; then it's all right you know," 
replied Tom, with great alacrity. *^ At any rate, 
you know it wasn't my fault ; I only did what I 
was asked." 

Mr. Gautier opened his eyes as wide as Stella 
had done. 

Pray, explain yourself, Mr. Hubbard." 
Stella says, I must tell, because I acted father, 
you see, to Madame Olympia Smith when she 
was married, last evening, by special licence to 
Dr. McNiel." 

Louis Gautier nearly sprang off the sofa. 

" Married I" he exclaimed. 

" Ton my soul she is, that is, according to the 
English Church. They are to be married over 
again in the Roman Catholic way, when they 
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get to EnglancL They hadn't time here, for 
they had to go on board ship last night Yon 
know, of course, it wasn't for me to bother them 
with qnestions — ^they were old enough to take 
care of themselves. Dr. McNiel wrote to ask 
me to the marriage, because he said your mother 
and Miss Joddrell would like to know it was all 
Tight" 

Tom's tongue was loose enough now ; he met 
with no interruption from his auditors, for Mrs. 
Gautier had come to his side, and so had Miss 
Portia, with her man's hat on her head, and one 
hand protecting her left ear, the right being of 
itself sufficient to hear with. 

"You have heard the news. Miss Stella?** 
called out Aunt Portia, as the young lady came 
in with a very shy fece. 

*^ Yes, Aunt Portia;" and Stella did not mean 
to be curious, but she was. Her glance at Louis 
met his at her. * 

Tom Hubbard was invited to stay over the 
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night, and really for once felt himself quite at 
ease with the family party at Cedar Valley* 
The feet was everyone was tibiankful to talk to 
him, and encourage him to talk. Excepting to 
Aunt Portia, the subject of Olympia's marriage 
was one touching on too many feelings not to 
be dangerous and painful. It was an unspeak- 
able relief to be told of the worries of drill, and 
the miseries of dining in a stock, and buttoned to 
the chin with the thermometer at 100 degrees ; 
to hear how many spaniels the Colonel's wife 
cherished, and how few girls would venture to 
waltz with Tom. 

** They can't get up at me, and I can't get 
down at them, you understand." 

Mr. Gautier smiled, and Stella laughed out- 
right; but Tom was not observant enough to 
detect the embarrassment and nervousness of 
either the one or the other. 

The next morning, Stella was up to give Tom 
his coffee before he left Cedar Valley. 
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"Don't you be in a rage with me, Stella^ 
for what I am going to say," began Tom. 

"If it is anything disagreeable, why say it, 
Tom?" 

" Somehow, I think it's my dooty, and a man's 
bound not to shirk that, and you are ahnost like 
one of my sisters. I 'd think I ought to speak to 
Emfly if she were in your place. You see, girls 
want brothers to tell them what's right and what's 
wrong." 

" Then tell me," said Stella, stiffening herself, 
her cheeks hot as fire, and her eyes fixed on the 
floor. 

" Well, they say " 

^^ I will not listen to any ^ they say,'" interrupted 
Stella : " it's always the preface to a meanness or 
a calumny. I am ready to hear and reply to 
whatever you please to remark, or any of your 
friends; but put a name, I beg, before your 
observations." 

" I knew you would be angry," said Tom, 
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rather pathetically: "however, it is my dooty. 
My mother writes me letters, and says Mrs. 
Dashwood is grieved, and all that, about your 
remaining here, and that you ain't in a proper 
position ; and my mother says, that as you won't 
listen to the advice of your friends, I ought to 
tell Mr. Gautier how much they disapprove 
of his conduct, in taking advantage of your 
youth." 

** If you ever dare to say a word of the kind 
to my cousin," says Stella, almost in a whisper 
but with eyes flashing like lightning at him, 
"I'll — I'D — ^never speak to you again — I'll kill 
myself — I won't bear the shame — he shall not be 
insulted." 

" But, you know, you can't go on for ever so, 
and people in Kingston expect " 

" I will not hear what people expect. You 
have done what you think your duty, and I am 
not angry with you: but, Tom," here Stella 
visibly softened, " the Maman is old, and grows 

VOL. m. B 
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moee and more feeble every day ; mj ^ousiii is 
a terrible invalids: they are my near ivdations^ 
they need me — no one else in the world does. 
As long as my aunt lives, — she is my aimt, for 
you know she is gr«n(h!namma's sister — surely 
she is sufficient protection for me." 

'^Yoa see it's all that business 'of Madame 
Olympia's that gert tibe Oaulaers talked about,** 
persisted Tom. 

"^ Akl because the Maman and Louis were 
better 4md kinder than other people, Tom, that is 
the reason Ihey are abused." 

^ You ^ee when ipeople don't understand, don't 
see the reason for kindness, they always isuppose 
something wrong. It's the way of the world, 
Stella, :and you can't change it." 

'^ What need one care, if ^one is sure of being 
right?" 

^^ It ain't pleasant to hxv^ people shaking their 
heads and wagging their tongues for everlasting 
afbotft cme; «Eid, Stella, you don't look as yoa 
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used to do: no, yon d^t: you have always a 
tired look now.'' 

I am no longer a child," 
Wdl, now, do you jufit thimk -over what my 
old mammy says. She reaUj does care &r yon 
in her way, you know ; we all do ; and don't you 
go for to sacrifice yourself out and out. It isn't 
right for you to be moped up here ; I wonder 
Gautier lets you." 

** He took my passage for England — ^you know 
he did — and all the family know he did — and they 
know that the insurrection alone prevented my 
going away. How is my cousin to turn me out 
of my own house?" 

"I'm sure I don't see how every one is to 
be satisfied, only if you'd just give yourself a 

chance, even in Ejngston . Well, now, there, 

I am done. You write home and give the folks 
there your reasons, will you ? " 

They shook hands. Tom went his way, rather 
depressed in spurits for him. 

8 2 
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Stella^ wliile she appeared to be listening to a 
long harangue from housekeeper Manie, was 
saying to herself — 

** What may I not expect, when Tom Hubbard 
has taken to lecturing me ? " 
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TREATY OFFENSIVE AND DEFENSIVE. 

It was Stella's twenty-first birthday. Her first 
thought when she awoke was, " Louis ceases to i 
be my guardian ; now he need never have any- ! 

I 

I 

thing more to do with me, unless he pleases. I 

i 

wonder whether he will say anything to me about 
it to-day, or if he will wait till to-morrow," ] 

Through Mr. Boggis, a petition had been made 
for a holiday, " in honor of yoimg missus' birth- 
day," Not a hand on the plantation but knew 
even at what hour of the day or night young 
missus was born. The petition was graciously 
granted, on condition that there was no dancing 
or rejoicing near the Great House. But Stella 
had forgotten the certainty of birthday presents 
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from the negroes. Such bunches of plantains 

and bananas^ baskets of oranges^ carved cala- 
bashes^ long-legged fowls, and dozens of eggs ; 
there was even a very small pig ; then there were 
the courtesies, bows, and shaking of hands. The 
<^ Garamightjr Uess you^ and your posterity!" 
equalled the gifts. 

Stella at last satisfies her well-wishers: the 
•house-servants remove the provisions, and she 
retires into the little drawing-room, which has 
been tacitly given up entirely to her use. There 
she has her desk, and keeps a strict account of 
the house expenses, and makes a memorandum 
of all that is ordered from the stores in Kingston : 

there, she gives her private audiences to Mr. Eff, 
the clergyman, about the children's school she 
has established; to Mr. Boggis, who has never 
recovered his red complexion since the 22nd of 
December; and to any negro who claims to be 
heard. 

in the little drawing-room she looks, quite 
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xmconscioTudjry the stately young cMtelaine; in 
the long hall,, she is again q^nite a girL 

Her birthday was in the last week of November, 
and Manie has been giviag her a yerbftl list of 
articles- to be ordered in readiness for Christmas, 
instead of writing them down on the long, neatly 
folded paper before her, Stdla sat with tiie 
feathered end of her pen resting against hey 
lips, lost in meditatien.. 

*' Unless hepteases, he need now haye nothing 
more to do with me : " her brave heart flinches ; 
if there is ta be sach a wrench, it wUi tear up 
the roots of her life. Her girlish hero-worship 
£>r Mr; Gbntier has deepened into a faithfol love, 
her heart has grown to him. And now that 
she has watched the strong man struck down 
in the prime of his manhood to the helplessness 
of a little child — Ims watched Mm for months, 
oh! yes, for months, patient of pain, enduring 
this helplessness, worse than pain, without lamen- 
tation or struggle,-- contd she help loving him 
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more and more ? And love him she did^ with all 
her hearty and soul^ and strength, far more than 
in the days when he shone superior in looks 
to all the men she had ever seen. There is 
something sublime in quiet suffering, — ^a some- 
thing that touches our hearts more deeply than 
beauty, or talent, or fame, or even the impe- 
tuosity of a violent passion. 

Stella did wake up occasionally to the recollec- 
tion of Manie's lipt : but the thought of the im- 
pending interview, which could not but take place, 
always sent the amounts of rice and sugar out of 
her head. 

A dark shadow came between her and the light, 
she looked up. 

"Cousin Louis!" 

" I have come to wish you many happy returns 
of the day. Can you leave your writing, and 
go with me to the seat under the mango- 
tree?" 

" Oh, yes 1 " with immense inner trepidation. 
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Mr. Gautier had walked from his own room to 
the little drawing-room, only a few yards, with the 
help of his stick alone. 

" Will you take my arm, cousin Louis ? " 

He accepted the offer, the first time he had 
leant on her. Poor Stella ! no doubt he felt the 
hurry of your pulse. 

^^ This is the pleasantest season of the Jamaica 
year," he began, when they were seated in the 
very spot where; he had seen her in the hammock, 
with Johnnie pelting her with pomegranate blos- 
soms ; he went on : " No temperature in England 
exactly answers to this one ; there it is generally 
too hot or too cold— sharp, biting winds and 
scorching suns. Do you remember once stand- 
ing out in the March wind, to bring me my 
letters ? " 

"Yes," answered Stella. 

" I can see you now as you were then ;" Louis 

closed his eyes for an instant. " Let me judge 
if you are much changed since that." He gazed 
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at her, did neot stghj, garve no indication of »no- 
tion, save that twitch, now so haMtaal liiat it 
could scarce be deemed aa prorii^ any pecafiar 
agitation at iM& niomeni ''Yon are thinner, 
perhaps, but, tkank God I " with siidden energy, 
^^ you are all that He meant yon to be ; capaUe 
of happiness and of giving happiness, good, kind, 
and innocent a* you were five years ago. You 
cannot &thom, Stella, the comfort this conviction 
is to me.** 

Here came a pause; 

Actuated by a strong desire to keep up the 
conversation, SteHa affirmed — 

** You are much better, cousin Louis;" 
"I am as well as I shall ever be. I am a 
eripple* for Kfe." 

" Dr. McNiel said you would recover." 

" Did he ? He must have been bribed to say 

so," returned Louis, with one of his rare smiles. 

^'Not all the College of Surgeons could put 

kan^tyniim^ty to r^hts again, my good cousin. 
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Apart, from the pos»bilitj of beeomiiig a littfe 
8trar^^3 1 sm as I shall be.'* 

The coniFMrsation proceeded by leaps* from one 
fidbjeet to another. 

" This year I did not forget the day of your 
birtk Did you think I should? " 
No^" «9d SteUa, faifflly. 
My goardkiiBfaip ceases ; a very nominal one 
it h3i& been. Instead of good, I have bn»ight 

sorrow ta yotir house. Once, you recoIlect> 
Stella, I wished you to return to England; 
perhaps you have wondered why I have never 
urged it on you again, since I have been well 
enough to do so?" 

Stella's eyes now did turn anxiously on her 
cousin. 

"We are very apt to deceive ourselves,'* he 
began — ^then stopped. " I mean to say that, con* 
sidering you were so nearly of age, I made 
up my mind to be silent until then. My heairt 
was sore at first to think of the life you" were 
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leading. Then I considered that it is God's will 
we should do our duty in that position in which 
He has seen fit to place us. To you had been 
given over the actual possession of many fellow- 
creatures. I left you free to discharge your re- 
sponsibilities^ in the hope^ Stella^ that thus might 
be conjured from the head of the youngest and 
best of us any further share in the fatality which 
has pursued our families. If you deem otherwise, 
there is plenty of time left you to be a sharer in 
the pomps and vanity of the world." 

Mr. Gautier's voice during this speech had 
varied with the different feelings dictating it. The 
last words were said in so chill and dry a manner 
that Stella had not coiu:age for a word. 

"Now, I have done my sermon; there is yet 
a ceremony to go through between us. I hope to 
place all the accounts since your father's death 
before you within a week or so ; when you have 
signed a release to me, you will be your own 
mistress." 
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A little impatient sigh reached Mr. Gautier's 
ear. 

** Of one thing, I must warn you," he continued ; 
*' though you have been among those who have 
suffered least from the late insurrection, your loss 
is still considerable. The crop then on the 
bushes was half lost : prices have fallen ; in short, 
my dear cousin, your income is reduced one half 
and your outgoings remain the same, if they 
are not increased. Every year you are likely 
to be poorer and poorer. And now this brings 
me to the most painful part of what I have to 
say." 

** Oh ! pray, don't ! " whispered Stella* 

Louis was proof against the agitated face 
that he had to look at. "It is necessary you 
should now decide on some future plan for 
yoursel£" 

" Why ? " was all Stella could say. 

** Because now that you are of age, my mother 
will leave Cedar Valley with me. As long as 
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both yourself aud your estates were in lay 
gtiardiansliip, it was under the cu'cumstanGes' 
the best^ perhaps the ouly arrangemeDt to be 
made^ thai of our all cc»itinuing to reside together. 
When we sign the accoui^, Stella, we shaU cry 
quits." 

" Cousin Louis — cousin Louis ! " 
^^ I mean, that you will be a^ble to -set your uimt 
and your stqpmoftiier's mind sA rest as to our 
having taken all the advantage of you they sup- 
pose. Yoa must, Stella, be able to repel wiiii 
knowledge as weU as with ^jerosity any attacks 
against my integrity. The indemnity I shaU- 
receive for the losses at Sflver Hill will make 
good any claims for the support of my negroes, for 
I am aware they have been fed ficom Oedar 

Valley, As for the rest " 

" Then you are really going away?" she inter-, 
rupted. Stella had not heard « woord of his last 
speecL 

"Heally and truly. Why, Stella, you would 
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not wish to deprive me of a home of my 



own." 



No use fc^ Lonis to speak thus io Stella. She 
was too terrified at tiie idea of the separation to 
be susceptible. She pat out her hand, and 
seized Mr. Grautier's. ^Cousin Louis, donH go 
away— don't, I cannot bear it ; it will not do. I 
can't " 

^' My poor Stella ! my poor darling ! " 

He had no more resistance in him now; he 
forgot he was poor— ^r a cripjde; he opened 
his arms, she laid her head on his breast, sigh- 
ing deeply. One of her arms stole up round his 
nedk: his lips pressed her eyes, her hair, her 
hands. Strange, sweet murmurs were sounding 
in her ear. 

" I did not think you wotdd have the heart to 
leffve me all alone, cousin Louis." 

•^ Oh ! Stella, I am selfish." 

^ Then be magnanimous, cousin Louis ! Go 
arway from me, htesk my heart — ^it is yours ; yoU 
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can do as you like with it. There, you are free !" 
and she sat upright. 

" Do you really love me so much, Stella ? '' and 
he drew her close to him again. 

**How can I tell you how much? I don't 
know — I never shall know — I cannot count so 
much." 

" And how much do you thmk I love you ?" 
Never mind telling me." 
Did you never guess how much ?" 
Oh ! cousin Louis, how could I ? Once — ^yes, 
just once — I did think you did, a very — ^very little. 
But then there have been wretched times since. 
I thought I hated you; but still I never had 
any will but to do what you wished. Cousin 
Louis, you do care for me — ^promise that no one 
will ever make you give me up." 

"Give you up! care for you! what words 
to use to a man who, believing he had a long, 
painful journey before him, suddenly finds him- 
self within the Eden he had done his best to close 
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against himself I I have dreamed of such a day 
as this, Stella: dreamed of it long ago." He 
gathered her into his arms, as a mother might 
have done her little child. **OhI my darling, 
I hold you now ; you are mine, and I am yours." 
He kissed her repeatedly — once more kissed her, 
on mouth, eyes, and brow. With one of her 
quick, childlike movements, she drew his head 
down, and pressed her lips to his hair. " Ah ! 
foolish one, kissing grey hair," 

Stella's answer was stopped by a sound that 
jarred the nerves of the lovers. A woman's 
husky voice was singing, or rather muttering, 
close to them it seemed, but in reality on the other 

side of the hedge — 

*< Earie, earic, dc malinga. 
Ma fanina ma qua, 
Earie, Earie de malinga. 
To to me, Earic, to to me Earie." 

Wild, weird music it was. 
** It 18 Rebecca," whispered Stella.. . " I have 
heard her moaning those words under my window 
VOL. m. T 
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when yaa were so ill. She always ran away the 
moment I called to her." 

^^Must there bQ a cloud on this day?'' said 
Louis ; ^' I never see or hear of that girl without a 
spasm of remorse. I revised to follow the inspira- 
tion of my guardian angel ; I reftised help to one 
in need. Stella, I want the contact of your pure 
heart to renew my life.'' 

*^ Cousin liouis^ take my hand." 

** Say Louis alone." 

^^ Louisy take my hand in yours^ and promise 
me sacredly, that nothing but death shall us part" 

^'I promise that nothing but death shall us 
part" 

** Nothing but death shall us part," repeated 
Stella. ** Oh ! Louis, to think that anything can 
divide us." 

She hid her eyes against his shoulder, as if to 
shut out some dreaded sight 

He answered her gravely, and sadly — ** Shall 
I Warn you of what would separate us more 
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tlian the grave ? Should I ever feel, that you 
had a shade of regret ; for I should find it out, 
though you hid it deep in your heart — ^never 
even acknowledged it to yourself." 

*' I am not afraid," she answered, simply. 

A little negro boy, dressed in a white shirt, 
suddenly stood before Stiella; the child 'shifted 
uneasily from foot to foot, his eyes rolling^ fe»r 
foUy, betokening a crisis of perplexity. 

Even Mr. Gautier, in this moment of high- 
strung rapture, could not restrain a slight laugh. 

"Well, Calalue," * said Stella, «^what do you 
want ? This is one of my best scholars," present- 
ing the boy to Louis. 

*^ Please, young missus, -Auntie Manie say 
you no got to stay here; Becka she down in 
hothouse, wait for yoimg missus." 

*' Tell Manie I am coming directly, hearie ? " 

*' Who gave the child that ridiculous name ? '^ 
asked Louis. 

* Calalue— any/tee, spinach. 

T 2 
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My gorfaders and gormoders," began Calalue. 
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"Go, go; massa has not time to hear you 
now," said Stella. " We must go also, Louis," 
ofiering her arm, "for Rebecca never stays 
long." 

As he rose, the remembrance of his bodily 
infirmity flushed his face. 

"Tell me, Louis, did you really mean to go 
and leave me ? " 

" Very really." 

" And if I had not begged you to stay, you 
would have gone — oh, Louis ! " 

" Do not give me credit for too much heroism. 
Happiness has lighted down on my heart. I 
feel the warmth of her soft plumage. I will put 
her in a cage and keep her, God willing !" 
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FOR BETTER, FOR WORSE. 

When Stella reached the sick-house, Rebecca 
had already disappeared* The visits made by 
the poor crazy girl to her former home were 
very rare — only twice since the night of the 
22nd of December had Stella seen her. Through 
the help of Dr. McNiel and the Rev. Mr. Eff, 
it had been made known to all the properties 
of the district, that any assistance or kindness 
to Rebecca would be gratefully acknowledged 
by Miss Joddrell. Besides this, care had .been 
taken to furnish Rebecca with a " free pass," to 
prevent any zealous upholder of the slave laws 
from sending her to the workhouse as a run- 
away. In short, every precaution compassion 
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could dictate had been taken to secure to the 
afflicted girl her liberty, the only good left to 
her. 

The housekeeper told Stella that she had 
persuaded Rebecca to put on some new clothes 
— that she had filled her basket with provisions, 
and had then left her sitting on the mounting- 
stone, waiting, as it seemed, patiently enough to 
see the young mistress. Stella was sorry to 
have missed her prot^^e; however, it was but 
a very little misfortune on snch a day of won- 
derful happiness, and Stella hastened back to 
the house, longing to meet again the op^i 
glance of confiding love she had received for 
the first time. 

What an evening that was ! The mother, with 
her son and his affianced bride, sat in the porch 
watching the decline of day ; Stella's hand lay in 
that of Louis. There was little conversatioa 
among them; they were all under the spell of 
languor, like combatants reposing after a battle. 
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They sat on after the sun had sunk — after 
the luminous haze he had left behind had died 
away into a clear gray opal twilight. 

Louis asked in a, low voice, "Where are 
your thoughts, Stella — ^my Stella, my own pecu- 
liar star ? " 

Eyes like stars turned on the questioner. ^^ I 
was thinking," quoth his bride to be, "of that 
evening at Evian when grandmamma and I 
almost quarrelled about the world." 

"You were such an experienced woman," he 
smilingly said, " that I should like to hear what 
your opinion was." 

"The same as now, Louis: that the world is 
a beautiful place, and that one can find many 
friends there." 

"And grandmamma thought the contrary, I 
suppose?" 

" Ah, poor grandmamma ! she was very heart- 
sick. I understand her better now: but then 
I had no idea of such feelings as hers." 
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"Tell me about your life with her-^was she 
unkind to you?" 

"No; rather harsh sometimes. I led a very 
solitary life. I envied any child that had brothers 
and sisterSj and so I made myself air-brothers 
and sisters to talk and play with — and I was 
always wishing for bed-time, that I might go to 
them." 

" Poor little girl ! and so you think the world 
as beautiful as you had pictured it to, yourself?" 

There was just light enough for Stella to see 
the movement on Louis's face, like that left on 
the waters of a lake when a storm subsides. The 
occasional quiver of the muscles round the mouth 
imparted that expression of emotion which holds 
such sway over women's feelings. 

To Louis's half-jealous question, she answered 
with frank joyousness, laying her free hand over 
his, — 

" Oh I yes, cousin Louis." 

The stars began to come out, first one, then two. 
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until at last the sky was one wonder of brilliant 
lights. 

The lovers sat on, enjoying in the still beauty 
of the scene the deep tenderness of their hearts. 
Every sparkle in the cloudless heaven, every leaf 
that stood out dark in contrast, every cry of birds 
seeking their nest, discoursed to Louis and Stella 
of hope and joy to come, and the very intensity 
of their happiness made them ready to shed tears, 
but tears of the sweetest melancholy. 

"Come in, my children," said the Maman, 
waking them from their ecstacy; "the dew is 
beginning to fall." 

When seen by the light of the candles, it 
struck Stella that Louis was unusually pale, even 
for him. Was it her fancy or not? She had a 
sudden pang of fear, and an involuntary thought 
that life seemed concentrated in his eyes — ^the rest 
of his face looked like a waxen mask. 

" You are tired?" she said to him. 

"I don't know that I am," he replied, as he 
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lay down on his sofa — ^^bnt rest, with yon bjr 
my side, your hand in mine, is very delightfid.** 

" Shall I read to you one of your newspapers?'* 
asked Stella — as if she were now afraid of silence. 

^^ No ; I want to enjoy the luxury of pleasant 
thoughts — ^it is so long since I had any. No; 
I don't care for the external world to-night, my 
darling." 

Words of tenderness from those grave, stem 
lips made Stella's heart beat quite wildly; she 
had dreamed of being allowed to love him — of 
his accepting her devotion — ^but never, never that 
he could call her *^ his darling " in such a tone, 
and look at her with eyes of such fond devotion. 
He must not — she was such a silly girl — so 
inferior to hun— she should die of happiness if 
this continued. 

There had been no unburying Aunt Portia 
all day. ^^I feel them coming, my dear," she 
had whispered to Stella, through the window of 
her sedan. ** The blues— you know — ^and I don't 
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want to be troublesome this day of all the days 
of the yew, for I saw you in the garden-just 
had a peep of you — and then I felt my horrors 
coming. I'll try and be quiet. Miss Stella." And 
so Miss Portia was; save when, at dinner tune, 
the servants went near her refoge ; then there was 
a sound of hissing, like that of a goose disturbed 
on its nest: but according to Aunt Portia's 
desire no notice was taken. 

Tenderly, very tenderly — Stella had had no 
conception of the tenderness of a strong-hearted 
man — Louis blessed her when they s^arated 
at night. She had also received the Maman's 
maternal embrace ; but a longing for more sym- 
pathy sent Stella to Mrs. Gautier's room. A 
Bible was open on the dressing-table, and Stella's 
eyes, as she bent over the Maman, read the 
words, ^Lord, now lettest thou thy servant 
depart in peace." 

" Maman 1 and when we are so hi^py," ex- 
claimed Stella, r^roach&Uy. ^^ Maman, you 
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must not wish to leave us — ^we cannot do with- 
out you to make us good children. Read 
somewhere else^ Maman ; it makes me unhappy — 
it frightens me to look at that prayer." 

The little scene with Mrs. Gautier had 
agitated Stella — and kept her long awake ; when 
she did sleep^ she was disturbed by dreams; 
once she awoke under the belief that there was 
a knocking at her door, and some one calling 
to her for help. She listened^ but all was quiet ; 
scarcely, however, had she laid her head on her 
pillow again, than she heard a light footstep in 
her room. Her first impulse was to hide her 
head beneath the bed-clothes and remain silent, 
but the step was approaching the bed. " Who 
is there ? ^ she asked, in as steady a tone as she 
could muster. 

^^ Missus, me good young missus, don't curse 
him as did it — curse me, missus ; me de debbil dat 
egg him on." 

** Rebecca I is that you? Come here close to 
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me, my good Rebecca," said Stella, holding her 
hand out in the direction of the voice. 

Rebecca came close to the young lady's side. 

"No cry, young missus — try be happy in 
Engerland; be fine young lady dere — hold up 
your head wid de best. No stay here, all bad, 
white man, black man, not a pin to choose 'tween 
'em — ^you go in big ship and get English hus- 
band, and I die, and not care how much I 
punished." 

Rebecca was possessed by one idea; she was 
repeating to Stella what she had said when 
they had met at Cedar Valley after Mr. Joddrell's 
deaths 

**Lie down on the mat Rebecca, and try to 
sleep," said Stella, soothingly. She could hear 
that the black girl obeyed. Presently Rebecca 
began talking again* "De step-moder she put 
her own children under one blue stripe blanket, 
de oder wife's single gal she put under red border 
one, and she say to de debbil, go kill dat you 
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find vnder led UjBkeir den doe come lilde biid 
out of de gnswm md sb^, aii^ so sweet. Hi f 
jm no liearie Ida, yomg niinftav I Inm. sskt, quite 
phnij jvn got to go Id EngenuML" 

^Periuifis I jiafi go aocm," add Stella, hoping 
to qniet the excited Rebecca. 

^Bery weD— dat good gal — me satisfy novr," 
and Sidia heaid her cipen the window and jahm- 
flies and creq> throng}!. It was the same window 
she had crept throng the night that Loois had 
ibond the obL 

Stella was now too flmried for sleep. She lay 
anxiondy expecting the dawn, waiting for the 
sound of the servants stirring about the house. 
At last, there were whisperings and footsteps, and 
as if relieved of some unacknowledged apprehen* 
sion, she was dropping into slumber, when her 
door opened, and housekeeper Manie's tall figure 
appeared. 

'^Toung missus^ keep brave heart, mj por^ 
chile ; dey be nobody else, 'xcept you ta'pend on.* 
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^^ Rebecca is dead/' exclaimed Stella, jmnping 
up. " Tell me quick, good Manie." 

"Hi-my chile, worser nor dat Massa Lon« 
hab bad night; he *sturbed by some ting, he get 
up and he fall, and hurt hisself bad — very 
bad. No — ^Miss Stella, you no 'ab to give way : 
you must be brave gal now, hearie ? " Manie was 
holding her young mistress firmly in her strong 
arms. 

'*I thought it was too much happiness for 
us, Manie," were her first words, laying her head 
on the black woman's shoulder ; ^^ he will die and 
leave me. Oh I Manie, my good Manie, what shall 
I do." 

" While de breath of life in a man, dere's hope. 
Miss Stella. See now, I bring paper, ink, and pen,, 
and you write to dem biggest doctors in Kingston^ 
we send man on horseback, and he back in no 
time ; write to Massa Tom, he come too, that's my 
good chile." 

Stella asked no more questions. She did not dare* 
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She wrote under Manie's guidance. Manie filling 
the pen each time it required ink^ for Stella was 
too lifeless even to have energy to do that 

^^ De ole lady, she know noting at all ; get up 
and dress, till I send man away, hearie, my 
chile?" 

When the disastrous news was broken to Mrs. 
Gautier, she turned one look on Stella, only one 
look — O Heaven! how is it that hearts do not 
break at once ? 

Sooner than could have been expected, the 

ingston physician, Dr. Whitehead, arrived, and 
Tom appeared an hour afterwards with one of the 
surgeons of his regiment 

The unabating misfortunes of the Gautiers and 
the Joddrells were making them the objects of 
general interest They began to be looked on 
almost with awe: for misfortune, when it reaches a 
certain height, wraps round its victim a robe 
of dignity. 

Mr. Hubbard and the surgeon had received 
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leave of absence to remain at Cedar Valley for 
the present, and even the great M.D. of Kingston 
resolved to stay twenty-four hours with the 
patient. 

When that period had expired. Dr. Whitehead 
said to Stella : *^ I am glad to say that imme- 
diate danger is past; but this illness will end 
by leaving Mr. Gautier paralysed: the nerves 
of touch are eflfected ; it will be gradual, a little 
more and a little more each day, but paralysis 
of those nerves is inevitable. The evil really 
dates from the night of the insurrection, the 22nd 
of last December." 

" Then he is not going to die," exclaimed the 
girl, in so wild a tone of joy that the two medical 
men were startled. 

" I should say certainly there is no danger 
to life," observed the young surgeon, compassion- 
ately, and looking significantly at the grey-haired 

M.D. 

(( 

VOL. in. 
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Th^^ you, sir, thank you very much," 
OL. m. IT 
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cried Stella^ pressing her hands tightly to- 
gether. 

"But it is worse than death," said the grave 
physician. 

"No, no; you must not say that, sir; death 
separates, but mere iUness does not." 

The two medical men walked away from one 
another, hemmed and coughed. Stella pursued 
the physician. 

" Sir, I have something to say to you. I am 
engaged to my cousin, I love him better — oh, 
sir I I can't be separated from him — I wonH be 
separated from him," looking in Dr. Whitehead's 
steady eyes. " Nothing shall make me leave him. 
Promise me, upon your word of honour, that 
you will not tell him that he will never be 
cured." 

" I cannot give such a promise. Miss Joddrell. 
Setting aside other motives, I should be wrong 
to deceive Mr. Gautier if he asked me seriously 
the question of cure or no cure." 
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" You are not infallible," replied Stella, passion- 
ately. ^* We will -take him to England — all over 
Europe ; many are cured whom doctors have con- 
demned. For God's sake don't separate me from 
him ; and he will insist on it, if you tell him he 
will not be cured; I will nurse him so well — I 
will pray — oh, don't be so cruel." 

*^Let them read Liebermann's book of mis- 
sions," cried Miss Portia, putting forth her head 
from the sedan, a surprise that forced the medical 
gentlemen into most undignified saltatory motions. 
" There they'll see what can be done, and without 
the help of doctors. A man — I forget his name — 
prayed, folded his arms, and twenty-four hours 
after everything went right — success in every- 
thing, I tell you." 

" Miss Joddrell is right," interposed the sur- 
geon, the first to recover from his astonishment. 
" We are not infallible; change of air, and scene, 
and a course of German baths, may do wonders." 

" Yes, may they not ? " broke in Stella, with 

u 2 
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such a pleading face^ that Dr. Whitehead took 

reftige in her own saying — 

Very true : we are none of us infallible." 
Then you will not tell him that he cannot be 

cured." 
^* I will recommend the baths of Aqui and Aix 

in Savoy," was Dr. Whitehead's answer; **they 

have performed cures." 

/ Poor Stella 1 and yet not poor Stella 1 for who 
j can be called poor, that can bestow such wealth 
I of consolation as she did ? 

i 

To look in Mr. Gautier's eyes when he heard 
her step, was to be convinced that she was his 
life. The Maman would say, ^* I feel when she 
comes into the room as if she were an angel — his 
pains moderate." 

One day Louis said to Stella — 

*^ Give me your hand, darling : I am a&aid this 
illness of mine is going to be a very long one." 
• " We must make ready to go to England, Louis, 
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and get as fast as we can to those baths Dr. 
Whitehead says are so miraculous* How droll 
there should be the same story of their virtue 
being discovered by pigs as is told of the Bath 
waters in England." 

Her voice was admirable in its indifferent tones, 
but her heart was throbbing painfully, for while 
she spoke Mr. Gautier was feeling her hand 
curiously — ^now fixing his eyes on it — ^now turning 
away. 

^* I could declare," he said, ** that my fingers 
were numbed." 

" And, Louis," went on Stella, her face growing 
crimson, then deadly pale, " I think it would be 
better if we could — if we should " 

" What do you wish me to do, Stella. I will 
do anything you please or desire-alsBl I am so 
helpless." 

She put both her arms round his neck and 
whispered to him. Tears, hot tears, fell from 
his eyes on her neck. 
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" Don't cry, Louis, I cannot bear it; you will 
kill me." He was trying to nndasp her arms, 
that he might see her face, but he had not strength 
even to do that ** You promised me — ^you pro- 
mised me," she kept on repeating. 

^^ Am I then so helplessly ill, Stella?" he 
asked. 

*^ I have written to Auntie, and told her that — 
that we were to be married directly ; if we wait 
till we are in England, oh I Louis, think of the 
Hubbards, and Mrs. Joddrell, and Auntie — they 
will take me away from you, and could you do 
without me, Louis?" 

" I am afraid not very well, nor for very long," 
he said, with a heavy sigh. 

The next time Dr. Whitehead paid his visit 
to Cedar Valley, he was closeted for some time 
with Mr. Gautier. Stella was waiting in an 
agony of suspense. 

"Well!" she said, seizing the M.D.'s arm, as 
he left the invalids 
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Dr. Whitehead's somewhat hard face was now 
full of repressed emotion. 

" God forgive me. Miss Joddrell, for with- 
holding my opinion from that excellent man. 
Young lady, never slacken in your tender care 
of him or you will have an extra sin on your 
conscience, that of having forced an honest man 
to play with what he believed to be the truth." 

Mr. Gautier cross-examined the surgeon, no 
fear there; the young man had adopted Stella's 
view of the case, and in perfect good faith, pre- 
dicted the success of German or Swiss baths. He 
brought up a long list of similar cases ending in 
entire cures. 



It was a very solemn marriage, that of Louis 
and Stella; they were married by special licence 
at Cedar Valley. It would have been unsafe 
to let Louis risk trying to ride to the church, 
and to be carried thither on such an occasion 
Stella guessed would hurt his feelings. 
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The Maman^ Aunt Portia, Tom Hubbard, and 
Mr. Boggis were alone present. Stella had asked 
Louis to let the faithful overseer give her away : 
it was a mark of gratitude and trust he deserved 
for many services rendered during the last two 
trying years. To his care were left the estates 
and Miss Portia Lowe. 



297 



CONCLUSION. 

" There is a comfort in the strength of love. 
'Twill make a thing endurable, which else 
Would break the heart." 

"Wordsworth. 

Perhaps some English travellers in search of 
health or change may remember to have met, 
years ago, on their route or at bathing establish- 
ments in Germany and Italy, a party of four 
persons. A beautiful, pale young woman, her 
face more remarkable for its expression than even 
its regular features. An expression, at once 
decided and fiill of goodness, loyal and frank — 
softening with a golden smile of love when her 
look met that of her husband. He was a help- 
less cripple, but had a magnificent head, and his 
eyes were wonderftJly beautiful. Every foreigner 
attached a romantic story to the English invalid 



298 COUSm STELLA. 

and those with him ; the few with whom he con- 
versed were charmed bj a manner only to be 
described as playful sadness. 

A quiets small, old lady^ with hair white as 
snow, and a tall, strong, elderly negress, were 
the inseparable companions of the husband and 
wife. Wherever they went these people excited 
an extraordinary interest. They were not rich, 
yet they always obtained good rooms and attend- 
ance at hotels and baths. As Stella passed on 
her way, kind voices called to her, "Hope on, 
dear lady." 



THE END. 
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zdat ae napnu at > liirairinc ihiin tM Jrta. 



^" ■Mffl — 

■^^■fai nintfttfilwa nsdrt of irhil sum ''"ntenlliunDilenUDiiiiLnitetiUedi 

ndpranUQiKpUii'i uUv obiwAtlDJi. Otu nau. wul tha moat ocoianldDouB deeda t 

nttor tl m ilDsan, burdw^ug, iui4 gmarnia an hn^ daacrltalL'iKtuirii levenl 

ndidflijiiBiLuidhlavDrlivlUbaiiioathin^taUe a«nifH.'^fmMfliM. 

vCUilatiaa "ThflsB pa^H are naQ aT InattAr whi 

ra "pwhiwa tha mnt noanfistB acoanr 

If ffraat mililmry opRatlou vntchliai fat i 



nliidflij BBD, and hta vark friU ba moot hm^ta 
p «ka MSaii^ nMlau of (ha uaiii QUdii; 

^^hDQlMrUSiliiiaraliiaiiaaEaTariilui'nt 



The Crisis in the Puryah. ByFEEDBBicKH.OooBai, 
Esq., C.S., Umritsir. 

Post Sua, unlh Map, price Is. %d, cloth. 

'iS'.'^^l'''^"-'!'!?"'''''^''- Thenar- i "Onaorih« maatlBBrntingaaa Ifllitad tngka 
raHre la irrltwo wltli rtgour^^ B«moatno;>, wliL^h linve iprung oul of Iho lapJnnUiSA- 



aaxiTs:, etjjbb ajxh co. 

NEW WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— 
Coatamed. 

Eight Months' Campaign against the Bengal 

Sepoys, during the Mutiny, 1857. By Colonel Geobob 
BooECHiEE, Ci.B., Bengal Horse Artillery. 
With Plans. Poal Sco, price 7a. ad. cloth. 



Narrative of the Mission from the Goverrwr- 
General of India to the Court 0/ Ava in 1855. With 
Notices of the Country, Government, and People. By 
Captain Henut Yoij;, Bengal En^neers. 


















II i-4it]L>ti of tlwJelo^ 



The Autobiography of Lutfullah, a Mohame- 

dan Gentleman, vnui an Account of hia Vitit to England. 
Edited by E. B. Easiwick, Esq. 

Third Editioit, Small Post 8uo. Price 5«. cloth. 




, -Slot AiliiWi J^faXmo^ 

taa^BWOrDOU . . . Al tM ftollillklffrmpby 

nliwonu DVEiMMW^wttnn ni^BnniHiui 
UUMTlMt SB 3S HBB ■Bl|)«U."-^la«itar(li 



"fifln aiitDlilo^rapby, tt 



■WOJtXa PUBrJCSHED BY 

NEW WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— 

Coniiiaied. 

Life and Correspondence of Lord Metcalfe. 

By Joes William Kate. 

JVeio and Cheap EiUion, m 2 VoU., Small Foil 8B0, tnUh PorlraU, ptiet 12*. c/oA 

THMMII M—t iinBi n li'lil "illlTi iii n ii S OBiaa^tmiinUTaiai^^mbawa. Botbbi 
j ^B w — Tij— BHiwa%M/ the jiHat yaflttcal riM Md jriaa Hi* bbw edition !■ > great ImproTB- 

ff iiJF 't'^'w ffi^^y"*^,J"""'',3' ^^""^ "^lfi.'kw»B?arl2^ Matnilk la ■ work bB 

£^KmiSafLind*MaM&?^ . . ^fSm»t ]|r^S^S^J^»eU«udreDwlena™Ihil ^^S^ 
XmisdRiraiHW edlBontaaiiimelatileiflBisn- S uTnUluf vorli wUch »l«e> w the evUer 
datvmof awwk wUeh bsaalrejiiU onoTled Che eareer or the nvU Tndlui »iii»Hm4n, Anolbnr 



Life and Correspondence of Sir John 
lalcolm, G.C.B. By John Whjjam Ka.tz. 



The 

Malcolm, 

Tao ViAnmei,6vo. With Portraiu Price Ht. etoA. 



ftml ijr laliao lilitow and *ara Is noDmmeiul Th rong ily »src«itilo, inilnmltni reaiUiig."- 

^^tothenneral renter — JWmm* Wt •> t bpStH™. 

"■One at llin moil IntamUng oT IHo r?n-nt A D y -nluble coDtrlllulioa to dot iBdbui 

MmraBliKa of oar BTWrt tndlKi .talBumBD era jro WeroMni!D«i,4ltBl.™nglyloillw!io 

i^WjmUBfl--»' „ ^ „ J. i?;!^ t°il^ loiBBthiBi of tRa hlitoij of 

Hf^ rn Id tbe hlBtor; ot OUT pUile/ And dominkou lo tlie 

U n audhae Bart.aDdBvortliymirl]l0rUh1orDneDr those vIh 

»n on J U M and Lmm bearteil meo vboae patncr nod jrtn- 

Th " Mf p a 1 e made En ^UuiJ si^at/'— Jirfli>* Qmir- 

The Parseeit their History, Religion, Manners, 
and C litums By Do'^abhot Fbaujee. 
Post Svo, price 10*. dolh. 
.. .. ....... ■Utaratnie. It 



Suggestions Towards the Future Government 

of India. By Habriet Maetineau, 

Second Edition. Demy Svo, price 5s. claOt. 



British Rule in India. By Harhiet MAannBAxr. 

Sixth Thoaaand. Price Sj. 6d. doth. 



SMITH, ELIDEE J>lNT> CO. 



NEW WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST— 

Continued. 

The Defence of Luchnow : a Staff-Officer's Diary. 
By Capt. Thos. F. Wilson, 13th Bengal N. L, Assistant- 
Adj utant-General. 

Sixth Thousand, With Plan of the Residency. Small post Svo., price 2s, Gd. 

" Unadorned and simple, the story is, neverthe- 
less, an eloquent one. This is a narrative not to 
be laid down until the last line has been read."— 
Z0eader. 



« 



The Staff-Officer's Diaiy is simple and brief, 
and has a special interest, inasmuch as it gives a 
ttdler account than we have elsewhere seen of 
those operations which were the chief human 
means of salvation to our friends in Lucknow. 
The Staff'Offlcer brings home to us, by his details. 



the nature of that undereround contest, upon the 
result of which the fate of the beleaguered garrison 
especially depended."— ^;ramtn«r. 

'^ We commend the Staff-Officer's Diary for its 
unostentatious relation of facts, recorded with a 
degree of distinctness that vouches for the au- 
thenticity of the writer's statement."— Pr6M. 

" The Staff-Officer supplies exact military infor- 
mation with brevity and distinctness."— G/o&tf. 



Tiff er- Shooting in India. By Lieutenant William 
Rice, 25th Bombay N. I. 

Super Royal Svo. With Twelve Plates in Chroma-lithography, 2\s. cloth. 

•* These adventures, told in handsome large 
nrint, with spirited chromo-lithographs to illus- 
rate them, make the volume before us as pleasant 



raiding as any record of sporting achievements 
we have ever taken in ha,nd."—AtnencBum. 

*'A remarkably pleasant book of adventures 
during several seasons of 'large game' hunting 
in Bajpootano. The twelve ouromo-lithographs 



are very valuable accessories to the narrative; 
they have wonderflQ spirit and ft'eshness."— 
Olobe. 

"A good volume of wild sport, abounding in 
adventure, and handsomely Illustrated with 
coloured plates from spirited designs by the 
anthor,"— Examiner, 



The Commerce of India with JEurope, and its 

Political Effects. By B. A. Irying, Esq. 

Post 8vo, price 7s, 6<f. cloth. 

*' Mr. Irving's work is that of a man thoroughly I book of the progress and vicissitudes of European 
versed in his sulDject. It is a historical hand- | trade with ln63k."—Ecjwomi$t. 

Views and Opinions of JBriffadier^ General 

Jacoby C.B. Edited by Captain Lewis Pelly. 

Demy 8vo, price I2s. cloth. 



" The statesmanlike views and broad opinions 
enunciated in this work wouldcommand attention 
under any circumstances, but coming from one of 
such experience and authority they are d3ubly 
valuable, and merit the consideration of legis- 
lators and politicians."— 5un. 

" Tiie facts in this book are worth looking at. 
If the reader desires to take a peep into the inte- 
rior of the mind of a great man, let liim make 



acquaintance vrith the 'Yiewsand Opinions of 
General Jacob.' "—C/oftc. 

" This is truly a gallant and soldierly book ; very 
Napierish in Its self-confidence, in its capitu 
sense, and in its devotednest to profssstonal 
honour and the public good. The book should be 
studied by all who are interested in the choice of 
a new government for India."— 2>oi;y Newi. 



Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. Selected and 

Edited by J. W. Kate. Demy ^vo, price 16«. cloth. 

"We commend this volume to all persons who | speculative sagacity of a philosophical statesman. 
like to study State papers, in which the practical No Indian library snould be without it."— Pre>«. 
sense of a man of the world is Joined to the I 

The Life of Mahomet and History of Islam to 

the £ra of the Hegira. By William ]SfuiR, Esq., Bengal 

Civil Service. Two volumes 8ro, price Z2s, cloth, 

"The most perfect lift of ICahomet in the I it cannot fail to be eagerly perused by all persona 
English language, or perhaps in any other. . « . having any pretensions to idatATSiCMiJWoLVMVftftsi?^. 
'Ibe work it at onoe Maraed and interesting, and \ — O&seriTer. 



• ... 



MS. BUSKOrS W0BX8 OH AST. 

The Two Paths: being Lectures on Art, and 

its relation to Manu/acturea and Decoration. 

One VoUmt, Omm Svo, wilJt Taw Sled EngraeuigM, price 7a. 6d, ektk. 

^^_nt BHUiBR of tb. tlllt Of thlt boo* ta. 111 
I winiaJJ Um Ukdtkit U noMa id ut. bi 
rtml* Irta mMB^^Mtlo 

Notes on the Picture Exhibitions of 1859. 

Piflk Tkoatand. Price Out SkiBiK). 

Lectures on Architecture and Painting, 

Wiik Fourteen Cult, drawn by the Author. Second Editiam. Cromm 8ml 

Price 8«. 6d. elotk. 

■T iriicm or b-""— — 

Modem Painters, Vol. IV. On Mountain 

Beauty. 

Imperial 6vo, with Thirty-fiBe lUualratitnti engraved on Sleel, and 
' ' ' WooJaite, drawn by liie Author. PHce 2lL 10*. dodu 

ilv^TA rmn moaaUiiii uid ttwir vofedrtnu etooveUDe, clot* nnd ntioqt gliHrw 
-Hsotatlai. Tlia ilnnlmr bnutr oT tlau. ud tabOt dlHvldtion. . . , Sick • 
■■vViinqukTvtaiul Bimial wMMr !• a BaUiuia powoton. HaaiiilsHr 

s%s:^Kf-&^K;. ''^issrSisssissSiStSm- 

fluHiUlQabaUdvidiinifltthliifttbA AwakAibiR writer on nathiv In lt« nhiltnivia 
..sr.j.ij. ........... L. . wt. uid »Gt BMi potent fmlDsnos tiTibe>«,i< 

Modern Painters, Vol. III. Of Many 7%ings. 

With Eighteen lUiulratimiM draum by the AtUior, and cngraeed (m Sted. 
Price 38». doth. 

-or tha atBrir of hamim dBTOIiqvifliib-^fliT one c^^[l«iir« ot ihe knLhw% 
whQhu HllngH orutunturt or phllovulibj. w"i '""-' •^••hii.i-^ •• #■—» — 




pautFAlinjr mind; he \t unileijlibl; prncticaj \n 
Kr"|1iLBJMiwiljd Mm ; fiiU of t£t >l»I>eil 



" AD. II li lo be hnoa], viu rend the 
IhemMliM. Tliey wtn nnd 11 iriU worth 
peniruil / •—SaWrdaj/ RevieU'. 



Modem Painters. Vols. I. and II. 

Imperial 8u0. Vol L, 5th Edition, ]8j. cloth. Vol. II., 4(4 E^Him. 
Price lOt. 5d. cloth. 

ulMriUui tnithi In »n."-BnHiA Qwr^trlv nalon. b> b( um MMattn^mirrtmSrSsS'M 
^A nr j nt wordl iMrT wd dellghlM hoot. fnU howwonneUiiTibii«| 
ftrtWrTSil^fidJiT' *""" *<*»»■- ^»w*ir»ir«if<w**M, 



smith:, ttej^sb -ajstd co. 

WORKS OF Ma RJJSKVS— continued. 
The Stones of Venice. 



XiOa TOLOKB HAT BB HAD SBPAIAIBLT. 

Vol. I. THE FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Flateg, price 21. 2>. and Edition. 
' ToL n, THE SEA STOBISS, with 20 Plntei, price 2l. 2i. 
TdL m. THE FAUi, vith 13 Platea, price U. 11*. 6d. 



"Tha'ttKiMi 



- -. --.--,— - — .J tin nrcKliuiHoinif sn Tlili booti ti ow which. iwrtMM.aa ntliwtiM 

nnnt.nUiilDn'.pnianHlre.iiniliiftimiiloind. sanld lure w^Mn. mill ana KtwIiMi mVoM 

TbauUkcrDtlliiiiHwniiinWtHlunliHeDD- anibl u b* ud will bg UuuiklU. It ta In iS 

vraiirafi4,iu>lJd1«MfB lurinni iknowlidgn, tboa(ht,iuSr«inia In It wIlLin 

liKE, Hul juit eitUiuM orBTt! n holding Ikrt lo ■» canTlniail, altrMe MBb ud laMwOw* 

rH|b ^d npudlfttrim of honjtf : an hlttorlo lbs tone ot mnvj ftaUns, kladla baaaralain 

PuaUelod."— ^pnTafor. ' 

The Seven Lam.'ps of A.rchitecture. 






n lAHlM of Arohlt«dtare.' wt 
ioiii uKaud^nl Ian, tbe sMemaea ol ud 
cdleiue toirUfihAnlndt<p«iiiaJ>1etothaarah|. 
9Cvbov«IAd«matkaB>aa. TtaepotlUslan 
1._. ->. ..^ ■■UndlnltmSaaloti 



B purp«HaD4 bualnaaa u art, and nub « 
laad at rteHi and (lavlBi lanwaga, (hat M 
3t bnt tall Hvernll; Ln pndnalDg a mcfa 
ana Tfew or tlH oaaa of ■ndiUeetnn. and a 
I InalghC inlo ICa arUatio uta^W''- 



7%c Political Economy of Art. Price 2«. 6*1 cloth. 

n forwhu he haa toid ua,BJHl<luMkvawa 
mmend thli Uttke roluma. nka aU hia otbar 

a.''anasffsWBEi^sH?s 

atplaL or whloh aooo an amonr a* uwiea 






n aca anttM)! Mawlr 



The Elements of Drawing. 

Sirtk Thotumid. Crown Svo, With IJtutlralioru draan by tbt Aa&or. 
Price Is. Sd., clolk. 

^atmiiU ai^ unambamHlngnHni, TUewliolii »rfl«(lore»rB»Mil»llon^'--i™«ii«ilt 



.fart abfHJUlHiuh Forth vttnoul Ui 



A Portrait of John Rushin, Esq., Engraved hy 
F. HoLL, from a Drawing by Geobqe Richmosb. 
PrinU, One Gmmeai India Proofa, Tm Gmita*. 



A 



■WOEKS rUBUSHEP BT 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

ANNALS OF BRITISH LEUS- 1 PARISH'S (CAPT. A.) SEA 



OFFICER'S MANUAL. 

Edition, SduU Poit 6ro, price St. 
dotb. 



LATION, A CLASsmED SmnusT 

OF FASLU>EMABr Fapehs. El. 

by ProfeMor Lbosb Lbvi. The 
jearlj iiane coniieta of 1,000 pagi^s, 
mper royal Sto, and the Snbecrip- 
tion 18 Tiro Guineas, payable iu 
adTance. The Twenty-ninth Part 

IV. ^j b. hrt p,i<» 4,. ... cioih. ;s^?^™s™ Brs,^ 

UcPoBBSoit, M.D., of the Hadnt 
Army, F.RG.S., M.A.I. Imp. 4to, 
TrithFourteen Plates and naineroiu 
Illustrations, incladiog Ei^it 
Coloured Fac-Similes of Bdica al 
Antique Art, price Two Goiseu. 






'tsgtatatnra^rbiwt 1wufi,"*TheS 




CAPTIVITY OF RUSSIAN 
PRINCESSES IN SHAMIL'S 
SERAGLIO. Translated fhim (he 
BiiEsian, by H. S, Edwabds. With 
an authentic Portrait of Sbamil, a 
Plan of his House, and a Map. Post 
Sto, price 10^. 6d. clotli. 



SHARPE'S HISTORIC NOTES ON 
THE OLD AND NEW TESTA- 
MENT. Third and Bevised Edition. 
Post 8vo, price 7s. cloth. 









WESTCARTH'S VICTORIA, 

AND THE ADSTOAXUIT GoLD UJMBg 

IH 18S7. Post 8to, with Haps, price 
10<. 6d. cloth. 



ryji'iiiftl pTperii:rjn> thai Lbo voTlit^i hjjitoiT bna ; 
bc^i: wlilcLi^u upatnS^mi AiutrnDa sIrh tbo 
-ArallonilL «lgiirDni,'lnB«rtt|iiO report UHm 



woBTH. With a Pre&ce by tl 
Rev. Chables KiKOBLKr. Smi_. 
4to, printed on Tinted Paper, aud 
bound in Antique Style, with red 
edges, suitable for a Present. 
Price 7*. 6A 




SMITBC, EI.DEJR -A^NID CO. 



MISCELLANEOUS— continued: 



CHANDLESS'S VISIT TO SALT 

LAKE : BEING A JonSKET ACBOSS 

THE Plains to the Mobmon 
Settlements at Utah. PostSyo, 
with a Map, price 2«. 6^. cloth. 

'* Ur. Ohandless is an impartial observer of the 
ICormons. He sives a ftiU account of the nature 
of the country, the religion of the Mormons, their 

Svemment, institutions, morality, and the singu- 
r relationship of the sexes, with its conse- 
quenoes."— CHn<?. 

'Those who would understand what Mor- 
monism is can do no bettor than read this 
authentic, though light and lively volume."— 

" It impresses the reader as talthrulJ'*—Kationca 

BtVi€W, 



DOUBLEDArS LIFE OF SIR 
ROBERT PEEL. Two volumes, 
8vo, price 18«. cloth. 

'* It Is » eood book of its kind. . . . It is well 
worth reacung. and very pleasantly and sensibly 
written."— i^afurday Beview. 

"This biography is a work of groat merit, con- 
scientiously prepared, plain, clear, and practically 
interesting."— £«ad«r. 

" It is a production of great merit, and we hail 
it as a most valuable contribution to economical 
and statistical acieneo,"— British Quarterly, 



CAYLEY'S EUROPEAN REVOLU- 
TIONS OF 1848, Crown 8yo, 
price &8. cloth. 

" Mr. Cay ley has evidently studied his subject 
thoroughly, be has consequently produced an 
interesting and philosophical, though unpretend- 
ing history or an fmpartant epoch.'* — i^«io 
Qkarterljf. 

" Two instructive volnmes."— O&Mnwr. 



BUNSEN'S (CHEVALIER) SIGNS 
OF THE TIMES j on. The Dan- 
OEBS TO Religious Libert t in 
tub Present Day. Translated by 
Miss Susanna Winkworth. One 
volume, 8vo, price b8, cloth. 



his country but to Christendom, by sounding an 



*' Dr. Bunsen is doing good service, not only to 
hristendom, by sounding 
alarm touching the dangers to rellgioun liberry m 
the present state of the world."— ^rifi«A Quar- 
terljf. 



THE COURT OF HENRY VIII.: 

BEING A Selection of the 
Despatches of Sebastian Gius- 
TiNiAN, Venetian Ambassador, 
1515-1519. Translated by Raw- 
don Brown. Two vols., crown 8 yo, 
price 2 1«. cloth. 

** It is seldom that a page of genuine old history 
la reproduced for us with as mnoh endence of 



painstaking and real love of the suhjeet as in the 
•eleeiion of desMrtehea mado and edited by Mr. 
Sawdon BrownJ*'— arfsMt. 

**yenr interest ioc and racKettiye volamei."— 
Britith QutirterltfMnlew. 

"Most ably ediied."-jyaMr'« Maaatine, 



PAYN'8 STORIES AND SKETCHES. 

Post 8yo, price 2*. 6d. doth. 

"A volume of pleasant reading. Some of the 
papers hare true attic salt in thBm."—Literarv 
Gazette. 

"?Ah ^^" *■ *?*y» spirited, observant, and shows 
no little knowledge of men andbooks.'^— Leodar. 
A most amusing volume, ftQI of humorous 
adventure and pleasant satire."— PreM. 

STONEY'S RESIDENCE IN TAS- 
MANIA. Demy Syo, with Plates, 
Cuts, and a Map, price 14«. cloth. 

"Aplaln and clear account of the colonies in 
Van Dietnen's lMna."—Aflienaum, 

"A perfect guide-book to Van Diemen's Land." 
Examiner. 

" One of the most accurately descriptive books 
upon Van Diemen's Land that we remember to 
have read."— ^ew Quarterly, 

THE PRINCIPLES OF ACRICUU 
TURE J especially Tropical. 
By P. Lovell Phillips, M.D. 
Demy Svo, price 7*. 6d, cloth. 

*' This volume should be in every farm-house, 
and it would pay a landlord to present it to his 
tenants."— Otffc. 

" This treatise contains nearly all that is known 
of the science of agriculture."— O&Mrver. 

FORBES' (SIR JOHN) SIGHT- 
SEEING IN GERMANY AND 
THE TYROL. Post Svo, with 
Map and View, price lOs. 6d, cloth. 

" Sir John Forbes's volume fully Justi fles its title. 
Whrrever he went he visited sights, and has ren- 
dered a faithful and extremely interesting account 
of thexa."—Literar» Gazette, 

CONOLLY ON THE TREATMENT 
OF THE INSANE. Demy Svo, 
price 148. cloth. 

"Dr. OonoUy has embodied in this work his 
experiences olrthe new system of treating patients 
at Hauwell Asylum."— J&conomw^. 

"We most earnestly commend Dr. ConoUy's 
treatise to all who are interested in the suhiect." 
—Wettminiter Jieview, 

ROSS'S ACCOUNT OF RED 
RIVER SETTLEMENT. One vol., 
post Svo, price 10«. 6</. cloth. 

" The subject is novel, curious, and not without 
interest, while a strong sense of the real obtains 
throughout."— iS^ctoror. 

"The history of the Red River Settlement is 
remarkable, if not unique, among colonial 
records."- Ltttfrary Gazette. 

"One of the most interesting of the romances 
of civiliaatlon,"— 06«erctfr. 

ROSS'S FUR HUNTERS OF THE 
FAR WEST. Two vols., post Svo, 
with Map and Plate, 21«. cloth. 

"A well written narrattye of most exciting ad> 
ventures."— Gttardtan. 

"A narrative fUll of incident and dangerous 
adventure."— Xitorary Gazette. 

" Mr. Ross's volumes have an historical value 
and present interest."— Gfto&e. 



-wo^acB i>xjBi.i8:Hh:i) by 



UISCELLASrEOTJS— continued. 



RUtSO -TURKISH CAMPMQNS 
OF 1828-9. By Colond Ches- 
KET, B.A., D.CJL, F.E.S. Third 
edition. Post 8 to, with Mapf, 
price 13ff. doth. 

"Hm 0Bi7 work on tha saUeet snlted to the 
mflitary rtaiAer."— United Service Oazette. 

" In a strategic point of view this work is very 
valnahle."— Aew Quarterly. 



THE MILITIAMAN AT HOME AND 
ABROAD. With Two Etchings, 
by John Lebch. Post 8vo, price 
9s. cloth. 

"Tery amasiBR, and oonreying an Impression of 
MthtilnuM."— National Review. 

"The author is humorons without being wll* 
fully smart, sarcastic without bitterness, and 
shrewd without parading his knowledge and 
yowar of oWenratltm."— JS£^sm. 

"A very lirely. entertaining eomiMuiVm/*— 
OHUe. 

** Quietly, bnt hnmoroualy, written." — 
Athenawn, 



THOMSON'S MILITARY FORCES 
AND INSTITUTIONS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. Syo, price 5«. doth. 

** A well arranged and earefully diieested com- 
pilation, giving a clear insight into the eoonomy 
of the army, and the working of our military 
system."— A>0cto^or. 



LEVrS MANUAL OF THE MER- 
CANTILE LAW OF GREAT 
BRITAIN AND IRELAND. Sro, 
price \28. cloth. 

** It is sound, clear, and practical. ... Its 
contents are strictly those of a manual— a hand- 
book for law chfimDers, offlcos, and countliifc- 
houses; requisite in most of sueh places, and 
superfluous in none."— Athenceum. 

'^its simplicity and faithfulness make it an ex- 
tremely serviceable Yxxik.**— Examiner. 

"An admirable work of the kind."— £atr Timei. 

"It presents a fair summary of the law un the 
great subject of which it treats."— Xav If a^artjte. 



THOMSON'S LAWS OF WAR 
AFFECTING COMMERCE AND 
SHIPPING. Second edit, greatly 
enlarged. Syo, price 4«. 6d. boards. 

" Mr. Thomson treats of the immediate effects 
of war : ol enemies and hostile property ; of prises 
and privateers: of license, ransom, re>capture, 
and salvage of neutrality, contraband of war, 
blockade, right of search, armed neutralities, 
Ac, 8iO."~'Economitt. 



UNDINE. From the German of ^ De 
la Motte Fonqne." Price U. 6<f. 

MORICE'S HAND-BOOK OF 
BRITISH MARITIME LAW. 8vo, 
price 5#., dotlu 
14 



HOPKINrS HANDBOOK OF 
AVERAGE. Sro, price 12«.6dLeL 

WARING'S MANUAL OF THERA- 
PEUTICS. Fcap. Svo, price l2i.U 
doth. 

VOGEL ON DISORDERS OF THE 
BLOOD. Trantlatod by CHinn»a 
CooMAL Dbt. 8T0y price 7«.6d 
doth. 

DUNCAN'S CAMPAIGN WITH THE 
TURKS IN ASIA. Post Sto, 
price 2s, 6d., doth, 

SIR JOHN HERSCHEL'S ASTRO- 
NOMICAL OBSERVATIONS 

MADB AT THB CaPB OfF GoOD 

HoPB. 4to, with pfarteiy price 
4l. 4#. cloth. 

DARWIN'S GEOLOGICAL OBSER- 
VATIONS ox COBAIs BBBM» 

Volcanic Islands, axtd oh South 
Amebica. With Maps, Platesy and 
Woodcuts, lOs, 6d. cloth. 



SMITH'S ZOOLOGY OF SOUTH 
OF AFRICA. Royal 4to, doth, 
with Coloured Plates. 
HAlflCALIA. «.......«_x» 

AVES „ . 7 

BBPTILLA. S 

PISCES S 

IN "BBTEB B i ATa I ...m.m....m.»..m 1 



THE BOTANY OF THE HIMA- 
LAYA. Two Tols., royal 4to, doth, 
with Coloured Plates, redaced to 

5/. 5s. 

LEVI'S COMMERCIAL LAW OF 
THE WORLD. Two vols., royal 
4to, price 6/. cloth. 

GOETHE'S CONVERSATIONS 
WITH ECKERMANN. Tranilated 
by John Ozbnvobd. Two yols., 
post 8yo, 5s. doth. 

M'CANN'S ARGENTINE PRO- 
VINCES. &C. Two Tols., post 
8to, with Illnstratioosy price 24s. 

cloth. 






MISCELLANEOUS— cofUiniwrf. 



ROSS'S ADVEMTURES ON THE 
COLUMBIA RIVER. Post 8vo, 
2s. 6<L doth. 

DOUBLEDAVS TRUE LAW OF 
POPULATION. ThirdeditioD,8TO, 
68, cloth. 

SIR JOHN FORBES'S MEMO- 
RANDUMS IN IRELAND. Two 

Yolfl., post Syo, price 1/. U, cloth. 

POETICS : AN EsBAT ok Poetry. 
By £. S. Dallas. Post 8vo, 
price 28, 6d, cloth. 

WOMEN OF CHRISTIANITY 
EXEMPLARY FOR PIETY AND 
CHARITY. Bj JuLLA. Kayanaqh. 
Post Sto, with Portnuts, price St., 
in emhossed doth. 

WOMAN IN FRANCE. By Julia 
KAYAKAon. Two vols., post 8vo, 
with Portraits, price 12^., cloth. 

STEINMETTS NOVITIATE; ob. 
Thb Jesuit in Tbainino. Third 
Edition, post 8yo, 2«. 6d, doth. 

A CONVERTED ATHEISTS TESTI- 
MONY TO THE TRUTH OF 
CHRISTIANITY. Fourth edition, 
&ap. 8to, 3s. doth. 

SWAINSON'S LECTURES ON NEW 
ZEALAND. Crown 8yo, price 
28, 6d, cloth. 

PLAYFORD'S HINTS FOR INVEST- 
ING MONEY. Second ediUon, 
post Syo, price 2«. 6d, doth. 

BOOKS FOR THE BLIND. Printed 
in raised Roman letters, at tlie 
Glasgow Asjlum. 

A LUt of tbe book!, with tlMlr prleet, augr be iMMl 
<m ftppUMittim. 

LEIGH HUNTS MEN, WOMEN, 
AND BOOKS. Two rols., price 
108, doth. 



LEIGH HUNTS TABLE TAUC 

38, 6(2. doth. 

LEIGH HUNTS WIT AND HUMOUR. 

58, doth. 

LEIGH HUNTS JAR OF HONEY 
FROM MOUNT HYBLA. Price 

58, doth. 

NATIONAL SONGS AND LEGENDS 
OF ROUMANIA. Translated by 
£. C. Grenyillb Mubrat, Esq. 
With Musib, crown 8yo, price 
28. ed, 

JUVENILE DELINQUENCY. 

The Prize Essays. By M. Hill and 
C. F. Coenwallis. Post 8vo, price 
68. cloth. 

EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) SERMONS 
ON THE CHURCH OF GOD. 

870, price 108. 6d 

EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) RECTORY 
OF VALEHEAD. Fcap. doth, 
price 38. 

THOMPSON'S AUSTRIA. Post 
8vo, price 128. 

TAYLER'S (REV. C. B.) SERMONS. 

12 mo, price U, 6d. By the Author 
of " Records of a Good Man's Life.*' 

TAYLER'S (REV. C. B.) SOCIAL 
EVILS. In nnmbers, each com- 
plete, price 6d, each. 

I.-THB MBOHANIO. _ 

II.-THM LADY AND THB LADY'S VAID. 

I1I.-TUB PASTOU OF DUONFBLLS. 
V.-THB COUNTRY TOWN. 

yi.-LIVB AND LBT LIVB; OB, TSl JLUT* 
OKXSTX* WBXTXBB. 

TIL-TUB BBA8IDB FA&M. 

ELEMENTARY WORKS ON 
SOCIAL ECONOMY. Unifbrm 
in foolscap 8yo, half-bound. 

I.-«UTLINBS OP BOqiXL BOOKOMT. U.M, 
IL-PBOOBB881VB LB8S0NB IN BOCUL 

80IBN0B. 
III.-INTBODU0TION TO THB 800ZAL 

80IBN0B8. U, 
iy.-«UTLINB8 OV THB UNDBBSTANDING. 

y.-WHAT AM I? WBBBB AlC If WHAT 
OUGHT I TO DO r Aa 1«. Mtred. 
*•* These works are r^omnmendadL bs '^2bl^^:Jcsaw« 



TVOKKS PTJBI-ISHEI) BY 



W0KK3 ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 



THE ENQUSH IN WES1TRN INMAi 

BBIKO THE EAHLT IltBrOHT OF THE 
FlCTOBT JlI SoRit, OF BOHBAT. 

Bv Philip Akdebsos, A.M. 2nd 
emtion, 8to, price 14j. clotli. 



UFE IN ANCIENT INDIA. By Mrs. 
Spbis. With Sist7 Dluetrntions 
by G. SciiAaf. Svo, price 15»., 
dcgantly bound in clotli, gilt edges. 



THL CAUVERY, KISTNAH, AND 
QODAVERY! being * Kbpobt 
OS THE Works conbtucctko on 

THOSE HiVERK, FOR TIM! IltRIOATION 

OF Madras. B; K. Bairp Shiti[, 
T.G.S., Lt.-Co:. Bengal Engiaccrs, 
&o., &c. In demy 8vo, with 19 
Pian», price 28s. doth. 



THE BHIL8A TOPES ; on, Buddhist 
MOSUUESTB OF Centual India. 

By Miyor Cussisoiiam. One vol., 
Svo, with Tliirly-three I'ktes, 
price 30s. doth. 



M^1ff?!^i 









CuniilnKlMun And fjKiit. Mall* 

THE CHINESE AND THEIR REBEL- 
LIONS. By Thomas Tatloe 
Meadows. (Jne tliick TOlunie, Svo, 
vith Maps, price ISa. cloth. 

''Ur. Undowt hu pruduOAik k vork wLleh 
rlflicimluMBtudloiLl^iU] who wmldnliifi true 
iLp]ir«intiua or CliliicH chrmctcr. Imormatton 



TRACTS ON THE NATIVE ARMY 
OF INDIA. By Brigadier- General 
Jacob, C.B. Sto, price is. &d. 



ADDISON'S TRAITS AND STORES 
OP ANCLOHNDIAN UFE. With 
Eight BlaitTKtioDB, price St. doth, j 



ROYLE ON THE CULTURE AND | 

COMMERCE OF COTTON IN I 

INDIA. Svo, price 18(. cloth. I 

ROYLE-S FIBROUS PLANTS OF , 

INDIA FITTED FOB CoBDAOe, ! 

Clothing, and Fafeb. Svo, price 
\2i. cloth. 
ROYLE'S PRODUCTIVE RE- '. 
SOURCES OF INDIA. Bnpcr ' 
royal Bvo, price 14<. cloth. 

ROYLTS REVIEW OF THE MEA- i 

SURES ADOPTED IN INDIA FOR ; 

THE IMPROVED CULTURE OF I 

COTTON. Svo, a«. ed; doth. j 

A SKETCH O F ASSAMi . 

WITH BOHE Account of the Hill • 

TniBES. Coloured Pistes, Sro, * 

price 14s. cloth. | 

BUTLER'S TRAVELS AND ADVEN- : 

TURES IN ASSAM. One toL 8to, ' 

with Plates, price 12s. clotb. i 



CRAV/FURD'S GRAMMAR AND i 

DICTIONARY OF THE MALAY I 
LANGUAGE, a toIs. Sto, price 

SGs. chith. < 

ROBERTS'S INDIAN EXCHANGE 
TABLES. 8vD, Kcond edition, 

enl&rgcd, price 10*. 6d. doth. 



LAURIE'S SECOND BURMESE 
WAR — RANGOON. Pott ivo. 
with Plates, price 3t. 6d. clotb. 



BOYD'S TURKISH INTERPRETER: 

A GrAHUAB or THS ' TiTBKUII 

l^ I.».si30i.QB, 8vo, price 12«, 



smith:, EXiDEr and CO. 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EkST—contimud. 

BRrDQNELUe tNDIAN COM- BAILUE-8 LAND TAX OF INDIA. 
MERCIAL TABLES. Royal Sto, Accokdiko to the Moohduiiusak 
price 2la., botf-bounil. Law. Svo, price Sj, clotb. 



THE BOMBAY QUARTERLY 

REVIEW. N03.I toSatSj., lOto 
14, price 6». each. 



BAILUE'S MOOHUMMUDAN LAW 
OF INHERITANCE. Svo, price 
9s. cloth. 



NEW CHEAP SEEIES OP POPTJLAE WORKS. 

In Bmall Post Bto, 
With large Type, ou good Paper, and neat doth binding. 

LECTURES ON THE ENCUSH THE TOWNi iii Memobablb 
HUMOURISTS OF THE ISTH CnABACTEKS ani " 
CENTURY. ByW.M.THACKBHAT, Leioh Hdnt. Wit 
Author of " Vanity Fair," "The Price 2a. ed. cloth. 

Virgimun*," &c, I'rioe2j. 6rf. cl. ^ "';' , '',.''';;; ,.V i'. ■'. 



vloqueiit and laipus wmni wJi^l wli'e nni 
of huini>nr; with whKt a conchlnK oOtoetln tl:? 
eoEDH uut, ind iiw vlililly the Tliou||b» irr, 



lOphleHl iplrltn hli tnnljrtlffU 












gffllS,,!!.! 



, . ThukBFajr'i iityle. 



kaDUHir. Ill nnUI tttltun. Mil In uptimiivo -' At h hiuutbaak 



THE POLITICAL ECONOMY OF 
ART. By John Rchkln, M.A. 

Prico2s, Cd. clotli. 



BRITISH INDIA. By HAitRiEt 

UAsijysAu. Price 2*. 6d. cloth. 

"A B«Hl wmpqidlam of & gnat lalijeat."— 



CHEAP SERIES OF FOFULAS FICTIONS. 

Wtf printed, in large T>pe, on good Frnga, and Kittufliy iMoud in clodL 



lUr imdlJ toTlSl i Miu t fO oa of mlarj W r ft ni^l ™rtiu«jtm 

■ IhUUlctoiluiakilliUTOairninlheBiii •, ,"i "" ["' "a™ ""■ *• »»" ' 

u MMiBM 111 mm eluwlii Uwbritlil llaklDt *-"■■• ""™ , , .__ „. 

l,ll,m«r.lQr.."-fi». r l,ntj«>t«in.». 



Itf )g 1> l»»olHlf 'rtnilalltfurirMf lili lo tlia 

■- A TtiT latkMli Ulai Ten ibinlMr, nn* ■>> ™* "Jv** 

Ilk* «miE Ou a 1> diileiiK to itnu Mleitnt ,^, „ . 

that mBch of tlrt cbBTiiacr* uid iiuHttiit uv .|. „ vr r^ , „ 

ibc mtoSlSt*^ V^»«™««rt iA'Ttaoniui tliliii2!ftwi. "* 

nuk wv«T, pwnaiKT, mnA tt^itkifeUtJ. lU Tur^ Qf Ciirrer Bil D , - . „ 

i lE?'-^Sta!liv*i''rt^ ■*■"*'''" nhc{"''hH''n"j."c^'%'rm iS^^^X^ 

wv nqnin lb * BDTvUtt the \\ b\i w l 1]H Uu 1 illii:[«i vld eAcrlptlDU 

tlon of ohtfACter And voww reOonlL lu buth dqh and rufl. Bntinen frfie 

>lcliiT*H[iiepeaa, pnHlDD, Hlid rrom eukt uid (HinTenttDUUl Bad burm of ftlD- 

" Tl^ bUllHtklB Ot IHtH *w«i In ttli 'bsolt 
whfeli >«, lb trot iutmra^ vnvtor to nr v 

'--' WUTHERINC HEIGHTS AND 
ACNES CREY. Bj Eixib and 
Bell. "With Memoir by 
ikll. i'rice 2.?, Zii, cloth. 






' 1i ft iUptt ruQ of nwsa sai 
10 of the eloiT woultTjlTe JMJ 

' Bhirlei ■ li 1 hoo)! demEBdlnt eloH persHi "■^Triiil'pLolareuf innii'ii™lirn " ~Trcnliilftrfir 

MJTfuloonililorMlon."— ^l*«iiim. BrvIrK --—~-.-~. ■"" 

" ' Shirley ' le * hotbI ot rcburkiHa p<mr ud J^ ' atSS""? ™lll''»'i? S?X "not 

t^.sifflSsss'a.j^.sjSif.™*^!^'" ^A«™i5w««ij«.^5«gM«dw.- 

ni'^£S!?l!l!??^'°'v"'<*'^*i*'*3™"- "A nriMaji ua orlibuPiMiTI. ■ wmk d 
niirbo^ whMi IndlcKMi ««iiliini halliw, m« (enlui wHI •gaiti3tr>-^«Bf ««« tolw. 
™*Snu Bpwn M mIM In Iha wrltuT The "TMiTidnnft(hi#V> iiHwUwi»to m^n. 




SMUXH. EI-DEH JVNT3 CO. 



CHEAP SERIES OF POPULAR FICTIONS— 

Cotltinlled. 






TALES OF THE COLONIES. 
By Charles Kowceoft. l*rica 
2>. 6d. clolh. 







ROMANTIC TALES including 
"Avillion"). By the Author of 
" Juiia HuUflix, Gentleman." A 
new etIitioD. Price 3i. 6d. cloth. 

ItiMTiaiBrt 01 tbc du."— Olsfii. 



"ThBrruttot DDCti UuHigbUal 

liDroltnRd why is acted Uliu Uld tiiua; LtvOl 
>|Q DtavlDiu to mHt mlDdfl mm the TnrapaiiBff 
1>ft^«. But the powu of tlifl »kKT li not wvmk- 
eoDd br Klilt nrlr bDowladge: ntlior It U 

■lory luIilB llie merit or belms atilj kbd TOEVll^ 
"'pqol FocToir It nn orlKlrul 



' tbe fretJiHt. 



''"A onplul tluryi iniutntliut our Uwd 

muntiT UK ft bunilnd ;iui tsoF-BHUlh 



PREPARING FOR PUBLICATION. 

( By the Author of "John Halifax, Ger 

DOMESTIC STORIES, j -^ uemau." &c. 
KATHIE BRANDE. By IIoLtnt Lbh. 
AFTER DARK. By Wilkie Collikss. 



■WOIIKS PTJBUSBCED BY 



NEW NOVELS. 



(XOB 



CONRDENCES. Bj the Author of . THE CRUELEST WRONG OF ALL 

" By the Author or"Margnreti or, 

Prejudice at Home," I toI. 



-Rita.' 
TRUST FOR TRUST. By 
A. J. BAHBOwCLirrE, Anlhor of 
" AmberhiU." 3 vols. 

lwta|O0IIim«iplKie,luiil tie men nni wooud l*lli 
^^iTli HMom we (ln(L even tn thle uresl an or 

ttiam ma^oitgbal thouglil and froeli iinniour." 

OLD AND rOUNC. 1 toI. 

ELLEN RAYMOND! or, Ups and 

DowHB. By Mrs. ViDAL, AuOior 
of "Tales for the Bush," &c. 
3 vols. 









Wl.,.-. 

" The ^uiMOla™ m grol^ Eke iljke pope, wr. 

LOST AND WON. By Geohgiana 
U. Cbaik, Author of "BiTcraton." 
1 vol. Snd Gdition. 
"Nflthir^ iTiperior to tTiEa nfirei bm appeared 

dimnglhapreBenlBpiBou."— ijoifffr. 

AN OLD DEBT. 
Dawson. 2 roll 



By Floeencb 




SYLVAN HOLT'S DAUGHTER. 

By HoLHE Lee, Author of "Eathle 
Brtmde," &c. Snd edition. 3 vols. 



I'l PauohUr,' Bii— ^ - .- ^, -„-.-- 

fined, muoiL tliat Itfrfleta, healthy, and itAtuniL," 

MY LADY i A Tale or Modebn 
Life. 2 vols. 

" ' Hj Lad; ' is a flae liiedmen ot an Engllih 



EVA DESMOND ; 



THE THREE CHANCES.' 

By the Author of '- Tha Fair 

Carew." 3 vols. 



THE WHITE HOUSE BY THE SEAi 

A Love Stoht. By M. Bethau- 
EDivAnDS. S vols. 

" A tale or EnjtltHh domaiLla llfO. TbewiHtlul* 






fad tona of au autoMOflraptiy.^'— ^ 



MAUD SKILUCORNPS PENANCL 

By Mabt C. jACKSOif, Author of 
"The Story of My Wardehip." 



pover, patlioB, anAcM^nt^ 



SMITH, ELDEK AND CO. 



NEW }^OVELS-co,itinued. 



»rBU of cotioeptton, whiali anerivardfl e]f nnded 
iii4 lipenad Into tlie great crenUonH or ber imul- 
cmw nafit when (h<y couuielled ber hoc la 
IB BHrtU."— AiMnlair Bmitw. 




A dadAedlT iwd iii»«]. Tin 
* „nftlnlJ5_B.Mh r 



UMFlAliiMted HketcbH of obbniotfir, kiLtl n bton 
iM iDHtabliid Ot render pretcji eloi^ to Ibe 

InntlfSl Tornu (creerneH.wluTlit^it^fiiiJlt 
•ww^^nSeoM, BDd proinptnsH of toiiirlee. 
■B InMreatliui ptctore."— rrm. 



Co onlUuirr nonli, in iu pnctleal nsDUDuTm H> 
cbepluHeiorttotumlllh."— ^l*(itmffl. 
" Than it usmXOtti oTelsianwiglii tUi itorr j 

wSTBD^SkB to j&alba IvSitelatBr. 
"na nonl It on* lint ktou tbeBttentlon flnd, 

• VhlildiiMiAwliiahHainHi Hie ntra merit 
of b^[ toeUT vliit It alilmi to be, n norr ol 
t^Mj^^l^l^l?' "''™""- " '"^ ""> 

'"Behnrtbggnrhct'lUrite hbh prnim. Itli 
full or gmi thiBRii good tuic-goDd reeiinii— 
Kwdwrttlng-^owi noMons, and lilgh motmUlj.' 

"Tflmperalo, BBnalljle. Wnilr. and plemmit."— 
Bums t day.''— ilrilti* Ouarljrl*. 



CriTed And well told^tholDeulenti are DoCuniJiuid 
varied; HTeral of ttve clLUafitAra at* ■Ulfutr 
ann. ud that of Iha beiiilBa li fnth, ttowahu, 
tba Btet^Md, tadeae£edwiuf^?imd h^S 
—with ■ ccHnnnitd of luunue whlah Infea m 
tiirld Impmaua."— JOCimliftr Jtoetflp, 



eapltd tlellon. Al t Inndauv 
ether deUghinil."—G'Ii1te. 



THE NOBLE TRAYTOUR. 
A Chbokiclb 3 Tola 



KSS-ri^s;- 






* "SSSSS! "^ m^ertaintiis hook. —Wrii 



M B he nl a h flATOnr."— A^ 



le book liH greet merit. T 




FRIENDS OF BOHEMIA: 
OB, Phases of Loudon Life. B7 
E. M. WuiTTT, Author of "Tbe 
GoTerniag CloBses." 2 voIj. 

"Mr. WhklJ i^ m prauJne Mtlrla^empl^BB 

^S^ ^"mSl'^ '*h^h°"'" '"iitl? ""iki' 
to ilM«NM<wHUIUa( BtTi^<m.--llkel4«m.^ 

KKmI*.' Mr. VUUr ll ■ •"^^^JJ^ HlilDm 



AFTER DARK. Bj WilkibC<h.lirs, 
AvtboT of "BmiI," "Hide and 

Seek," &c. 2 iolfl._ 

" Nd mui UtIdi bsLtsr ttfla ■ itonr."— XMI 

few wlio nu iDTsnt ■ ItartUliu iluiT, uultSnl! 
Willi bniiT ilmplldtT."— OJlita. 



NOVELS FOBTHCOUINO. 

NOVEL. Br Hiu £. W. Ami- 

■OH, Author of " Uemoin of the 
Qaecni gf Proul^" 2 toI& 



COUSIN STEUA) os. Cobtlict. 
By the Author of "Violet Bmk." 

A NEW NOVEL. By tbe Author ol 
" The Heir ot 'Vftl^s," a toU. 



And irther work* oj Tirtiim, 



SMITH, EliDEK ASSTD CO. 



NEW BOOKS FOE TOUNG EEADEBS. 

THE PARENTS' CABINET op Amusement and Instruction fob Young 
Persons. New edit., carefully revised, in 12 Monthly Shilling Yolomes, 
each complete in itself, and each containing a full page Illustration in oil 
colours, with wood engravings, and handsomely bound in ornamented 
boards. 

CONTENTS. 
AMUSING STORIES, nil tending to the development of good qnalities, and the avoidance of faults. 
B10GRAPIIICA.L ACCOUNTS OP REMARKABLE CHARACTEttS.lnteresting to Young People. 
SIMPLE NARRATIVES OF HISTORICAL EVENTS, suited to the cauacity of children. 
ELUCIDATIONS OP NATURAL HISTORY, adapted to encourage habits of observation. 
FAMILIAR EXPLANATIONS OP NOTABLE SCIENTIFIC iJiSCOVERIES ANJJ MBCHANICAL 

INVENTIONS. 
LIVELY ACCOUNTS OF THE GEOGRAPHY. INHABITANTS, AND PRODUCTIONS OP 

DIFFERENT COUNTRIES. 

Miss Eogxwoste's Opinion of the Pabsitts' CABnrzT:— 

**I almost feel afraid of praising it as much as I think It deserves. . . . There is so mnch 
Twrlety in the book that it cannot tire. It alternately excites and relieves attention, and does not lead 
to the had habit or frittering away the mind by requiring no exertion from the reader. . . . Whoever 
your soientitic associate is, he understands his business and children's capabilities right well. . . . 
Without lecturing, or prosing, you keep the right and the wrong clearly marked, and hence all 
the sympathy of the young people Is always enlisted on the right side." 

♦^* Vols. I. to VUI., are now ready. 



By the Author of " Round the Fire," &c. 

I. 

UNICA : A Story for a Sunday 
Afternoon. With Four Illus- 
trations. Price 3s, cloth. 

*• The character of Unica is charmingly con- 
ceived, and the story pleasantly told."— Spectator. 

** An exoellent and exceedingly pretty story for 
ehndma."— Statesman. 

"This tale, like its author's former ones, will 
flnA favour in the uun»ry. "—Athenoeum, 

XI. 

OLD GINGERBREAD AND THE 
8CHOOL-BOYS. With Four 
Coloured Plates. Price Ss. cloth. 

"'Old Gingerbread and the Sehool-boys' is 
delightful, Mia the drawing and colouring of the 
yietorial part done with a spirit and correctness." 
— Praw. 

" This tale is very good, the descriptions being 
natoral, with a flaeliug of country fi-cshness."— 
S^otator. 

** The book is wellgot up, and the o<doured plates 
are very pretty.**— wo6«. 

" An excellent boys' book ; excellent in its moral, 
eihaste and sisaple in its langusge, and luxuriously 
mfuXnited."-IUu9tratedNem$ofthe World. 

**A. very lively and exeelieut tale, illustrated 
with very delicately coloured pictures." — 
Economist. 

*'AdeUgbtAil story for little boys, inculcating 
benevoleut feeUngs to the jfWn"—EelecttcBevieu}. 

III. 

WILLIE'S BIRTHDAY; showing how 
A Little Bot did what he Liked, 
AND how he Enjoyed it. With 
Four Illustrations. Price 2«. 6(/. cl. 

WILUrS REST T'a Sunday Story. 
With Four Illustrations. Price 
%8, 6</. cloth. 

"Graoeftd little tales, eontaining some yretty 
Mrablee, and a good deal oi simple fetfing."— 
Economitt. 

** Extremely well written stonr books, amusing 
and moral, and got np in ft veiar aandsome style.'* 



UNCLE JACK, THE FAULT KILLER. 

With Four Illustrations. Price 3*. cl. 

" An excellent little book of moral Improrem^ut 
made pleasant to children : it is far beyond the 
oommou-plaoe moral tale in design and executioo." 
—QUihe. 

VI. 

ROUND THE FIRE: Six Stories 
FOR Young Readers. Square 
16mo, vith Four Illustrations. 
Price 3*. cloth. 

"Charmingly written tales for the young."— 
Leader. 

•• Six delightftil little stories."— Gttard/on. 

"Simple and very interesting."— i^o^Mital 
Review. 

" True children's storiwaJ'—Athenaum, 



THE KING OF THE GOLDEN RIVER; 

OR, The Black Brothers. By 
John Buskin, M.A. Third edition, 
'with 22 Illustrations by Bichard 
Doyle. Price 2«. 6rf. 

" This llttl«^ fancy tale is by a master-hand. The 
story has a charming morAl."—Bxaminer. 

STORIES FROM THE PARLOUR 
PRINTING PRESS. By the 

Authors of the "Parents' Cabinet." 
Fcap. 8vo, price 2«. cloth. 

RHYMES FOR LITTLE ONES. 

With 16 Illustrations. 1«.6</. cloth. 

LITTLE DERWENT'S BREAKFAST. 

28. cloth. 

JUVENILE MISCELLANY. Six En- 
grayings. Price 2s, 6d, cloth. 

INVESTIGATION ; or, Travels in 
THE Boudoir. By Miss Halsted. 
Fcap. clottk, xstvci^ ^%. ^. 



"WOB^KS FTTBUaiHEP STT SMITB^ £3^DEB 3c CO, 




kUHnnt, and dWfUtIa hj turns, and t 
mood M lUvplan eitraordiiiftjT poirflr."- 
frotod Ntmi^ait Wcria. 

THE SIX LEGENDS OF KING 
COLDENSTAR. BytbelateAiraA 
Bbadstbeet. Fi-ap. Svo, price 5i. 



POEMS. By Ada Teevanios. 5*. el. 

or Adu ™SSiiYjn' "mw"*" fl'" n ^tt tl Vh" 
m«iir women «» on Ihclr be>l aid*. ftrl»p« no- 
M-here {jji wo noint ui n more iM<ar»>orT tnill 



POEMS. Bj Hbnbt Cecii.. Ss. cloth. 
ewnentli donliHMil. , 



ENQLANO IN TIME OF WAR. 

By Sydnei Dobell, Aotlior of 
" Balder," " The Homan," ' 
Crown 8vo, 5«. cloth. 



POEMS OF PAST YEARS. 

By Bit Ahthob ILulam Zltoh, 
Bart, M.P. Fcap. 8vo, 3». cloth. 



POEMS. B7Mn.FitAiiKp.FELLOwi. 
Fcap. 8vo, 3*. cloth. 



POEMS. By TVAI.TEB R. Cab 
Fcap. 8yo. 3s. 6rf., cloth. 



POEMS. By William Bell Scott. 
Fcap. Syo, 5«., cloth. 



SELECT ODES OF HORACE. In 

EoglUh Lyrici. By J. T. Black. 
Fcap. Bto, price 4s., clofh. 

" Hendersd Inlfl EiigllBliLjxicB»ith B clgoniuid 

RHYMES AND RECOLLECTIONS 
OF A HAND-LOOM WEAVER. 

By William Tbom. With Me- 
moir, Post 8yo, cloth, price 3t, 



MAID OF ORLEANS, akd othei 
FoBHS. TranBiated tioia Scbillxi. 
Fcap. 8to, price Si. 6i^. 
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London; 7iliite<Ltiy&inTii,la.'Du*s&l^.,'UMA^t<i».K< 
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